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Summary


In which Sabine notices that Ezra has started to gain a lot of ‘attention’ and doesn't know why it upsets her


Notes


I just wanted to write a quick one-shot since I'm still working on the next chapter of Something Else and I just got a new fancy keyboard to use :D I always love fics were Sabine doesn't realise she like likes Ezra until he starts getting attention from other girls its such a cheesy trope but I love them.


I drew the art including and then wrote this around it so nothing is quite THAT fleshed out but I'm okay with that.


The switch had flicked as soon as Sabine followed Ezra’s shadow off the ramp, muscles taut and exhaustion rolling in waves over her as soon as she spotted the glaze of sunset over the base. Yavin 4 didn’t have much inspiration for the soul, but whatever skies they could catch between the bodies of canopy and temples they had grown to consider ‘home’.


But that hadn’t been what kept her attention.


Sabine frowned at the sway of Zeb’s hip, knocking into her with just enough force to make her duck forwards, thankful for the trolley of supplies she had been assigned to load off that caught her balance.


The Lasat let out a gruff laugh, fanged grin and far from subtle wink holding back her urge to push him back. “Looks like somebody’s adjusted to the new base better than the rest of us!”


Sabine quirked a brow, curiosity overriding any sense to ignore Zeb’s jest, instead following his gaze and the nudge of the tip of his bo-rifle outwards further towards the main docking space of the base. Ezra stood with his back to them, shoulders loosened despite the strain he had received dodging a buckethead they hadn’t noticed still conscious, and letting out a laugh.


He wasn’t alone.


Several of the younger rebels had and were still making their way over, many to help unload the cargo they had managed to steal amongst the chaos of their intel’s error of timing, settling in a sense of calm over her at how much they had and would still grow. Her eyes, however, quickly slipped back over to Ezra.


He rolled his shoulder out absently, the girl standing before him – Aara Zo, if the skim she had managed to get over the list over a swarm of new recruits that had managed to escape Imperial arrest a few rotations ago proved correct – seemed invested in what she could only assume was his explanation for his injury,


The pout she gave in return, followed by a sort of cooing expression and coquettish of her fingers over the muscle of his shoulder and arm to feel over the strain, however, came with an immediate surge of energy through her body.


Aara had already scooted herself closer towards him, a mischievous – not flirty, why would any girl on the base be flirty with Ezra of all boys – grin plastered over her lips when he shrugged at whatever she had said.


If the knot in her stomach hadn’t already twisted hard enough to make her shift in discomfort over how little Aara had tried to hide the flicker of her gaze, then her quick glance over the other rebels around her and Ezra’s age made it tenfold. Several of them had gravitated to Ezra, who for all his ‘mind powers’ seemed none the wiser to their inspecting looks, lofty posture and incessant giggling.


At Ezra.


All these girls were flirting… with Ezra?
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“Ah, might do the kid some good… who knows, one of ‘em might distract ‘im long enough to make ‘im relax for once!” Zeb continued, snorting at the thought as he grabbed ahold of one of the top crates on her trolley before hoisting it against his shoulder and towards the holding area.


Sabine nodded along with him, but there was little conscious thought behind the gesture. Even the feat of blinking seemed potentially wrong in case she did so at the wrong time and missed whatever spectacle had happened, whatever wild story Ezra must’ve told those girls to lure their attention.


No one flirted with Ezra… he was a kid! One of the two last known Jedi, sure, but they were known to be celibate, even if Kanan hadn’t exactly kept up with that section of their code as much as he and Hera tried to convince them he did. Being a rebel lost its charm once you were surrounded by an entire rebellion. He wasn’t even unique in being the only teenage boy on base, with many of them easy to call to mind and just as eager for attention!


Sabine didn’t have much time to recall their most recent missions and escapades, trying to catch any hook that Ezra could’ve sprung to earn such fanfare before a voice calling her name lured her mind back from such thoughts.


Blinking, heat immediately sank into her cheeks – thankful for the guise of her helmet – as she noticed a collection of eyes staring back at her, including a particular set of blue she had never quite managed to mimic in her work. Such failure had earned a pang in her chest during her time on Knownest.


Any potential embarrassment slipped away, however, when Ezra’s expression shifted to a wide grin, cocking a brow in a gesture that screamed ‘leave some for me so I don’t look like a freeloader!’. Even if they had never communicated such thoughts, it had become natural to read him much as the force allowed him with her if he so pleased.


Sabine nudged back towards the ship without a thought in retaliation, unable to not smirk at the roll of his eyes before his gaze shifted back over to Aara, seeming to finish off his story. Whether or not she noticed the shift of Sabine’s stance, she didn’t say, instead giving Ezra a sad look as she nodded in acknowledgement, watching as he made his way back over to the Ghost.


Sabine crossed her arms, leaning her weight into the trolley as she watched Ezra pass. The irritation over his sudden growth spurts had passed with time, allowing her to settle into having to look up at him just as Aara and the other girls had.


Forcing her eyes to snap away after she slipped over the shape of his shoulders and back, both broadening with maturity and Zeb’s attempts to help him wrangle in his anger before they slipped far too below his belt for common decency as he passed her made her pause, however.


The satisfaction of seeing Aara seethe, the confidence she had had so close to Ezra slipping away as others worked around her, almost made it worth it until she considered such a thought process.


That… was not good.
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Summary


No matter how much they tortured her, Sabine could not let the Empire find Ezra.


Notes


Done for Bad Things Happen Bingo, prompt was "Used As Bait". Mostly inspired by a suggestion on Discord, actually, which went something along the lines of "Ezra's hiding with something important to the Empire and Thrawn tortures Sabine nearby to draw him out." I did not ultimately wind up using Thrawn, but the spirit of the idea still shines through, I feel.


Warning for a depiction of torture.


See the end of the work for more notes
Searing sparks flashed across her body and her armor was useless, pain assaulting her senses, rushing through every inch of her twitching form. Sabine writhed under the electric assault, hands twisting in the restraints that bound her to the interrogation slab. A few flat grunts and gasps were all that escaped her.


With a sharp motion the Imperial official had the chair cut off. The electrodes fizzled out, releasing Sabine from their attack, and she slumped forward, shoulders and back hanging off the table.


Sabine panted hard, her eyesight blurring a little as she stared towards the ground. Sleek black boot tips entered her vision and her eyes hardened, flicked up with a hateful glare at the man.


Moff Herizod, small-time governor of the Trans-Hydian region and noted art collector, narrowed his ice blue eyes at her with a cold look.


"Your stubbornness will only prolong your pain, Mandalorian," he said. Stepping forward he grabbed her chin roughly, gloved fingers digging into her jaw. "I'll ask again," he growled, "where did that boy take my starmap?"


Sabine focused her eyes with effort, sending the Imp the nastiest look she could. "It's not—" She coughed harshly, involuntarily. "—your starmap, sleemo," she finished. She shone with defiance as she declared, "It belongs to the Jedi!"


He looked down his nose at her. "The old Jedi Order is dead, my dear," he sniffed. "As you will be if your companion does not return soon."


Behind them, the bustle of the dig site continued. Workers picked and picked at the stone crevasse, silhouetted against the harsh white floodlights, uncovering more and more of the beautiful carved architecture of the old buried temple. But of course the real prize had already been found; Ezra and Sabine had snuck in under cover of darkness and entered the temple to recover the Jedi holocron from a secret inner chamber, a holocron containing a detailed starmap of every Old Republic Jedi outpost spanning the Great Hyperspace Wars to the rise of the Empire.


Unfortunately they had no sooner discovered this priceless treasure than the Empire's forces had stumbled across them, forced them to fight their way back up to the main operating base camp. Sabine had been cut off from Ezra in the confusion, had screamed for him to leave her and go as the troopers surrounded her and grabbed her arms, and after a heartbreaking moment of hesitation, he had closed his eyes in solace and done what she'd ordered, disappearing into the trees that surrounded the dig site, vanishing into the underbrush.


A trooper towards her far left spoke into the speaker for a PA system that surrounded the whole hollow, his filtered voice ringing out loudly across the vale.


"Ezra Bridger, if you can hear this broadcast, we have Sabine Wren," the trooper said, repeating his message for the third or fourth time. "You are ordered to return to Site 24 and immediately surrender yourself and the holocron to ensure her safety."


Sabine let out a huff, adjusting her wrists in the metal restraints. "You're wasting your time," she told the Moff. "He won't fall for that."


Her voice was confident, but her heart wavered. She knew Ezra, knew how painfully he struggled when duty to the cause conflicted with his selfless Jedi protectiveness. Don't come, she begged towards him in her mind. Please just get away and come back for me later. I can handle this. I'll be okay.


She wasn't sure she would be, actually. Herizod had proven... particularly sadistic. The mere fact that he had a set-up, ready-to-go mobile interrogation table was proof enough of that.


Sabine wondered idly if many unwilling workers had been broken into quiet service on this table.


Herizod was sneering up at her, his mouth curdling with a twisted smile. "Ohhh I'm sure he will," he said. "Jedi are empaths are they not? He can sense your pain? Even from a distance?"


Faint beats of fear sounded in Sabine's heart, even as she bravely squared her shoulders.


"Let's make sure he can hear it too," Moff Herizod decided, turning and barking orders at his lackeys.


Microphones were shoved up near her face, wired into the PA system and Sabine did her best to control her frantic breathing, echoes of her breaths already sounding across the distance, loudly broadcasting for all to hear.


She braced herself as the table was turned on again.


-SWR-


Sabine wasn't sure how long she lasted. Every time the electrodes fired up, she heard their sizzling crackles in the loudspeakers and was able to prepare, clench her fists and teeth tighter, curling up as the painful shocks coursed across her chest, desperately, determinedly holding her lips pressed tight, only allowing short grunts to escape.


She couldn't be the reason Ezra was caught. She had to protect him, be strong for him. Even though every nerve ending felt like it was on horrible fire, she kept her screams in, smothering down the pain, the fear, the helplessness, not allowing herself to feel any of it, trying to be numb to it all.


You're not getting him, she thought determinedly towards the blurry form she thought was Moff Herizod. You won't use me against him.


The Imperial watched her impassively as she thrashed and shook, never letting herself cry out, holding back as pain stabbed through her every limb, violent and tumultuous, like a million tiny knives slicing through her.


"Mmgh," Sabine whimpered quietly, as another horrible spasm jerked through her.


On and on it went. Sabine's stubborn Mandalorian pride versus the patient Imperial Moff. She held back and held back, groaning close-mouthed with tight fists and screwed eyes until she felt like a string pulled taut, the pain wearing and wearing on her despite her defiance.


The Moff stirred as he observed her, stepping closer.


"How long do you think you can last?" he asked her, his voice icy and cruel. "Do you really think you can protect your little Jedi boyfriend?" he challenged.


Through the crescendo-ing pain Sabine pried her eyes open, glaring sourly at him.


The electrodes turned on again, burning their pain through her, and Sabine curled tight, holding back a sob as her body was assaulted with agony, sharp and hot, digging into her down to the bones.


Hold on, she told herself.


It was so hard.


She moaned behind her lips, her breath stuttering from the shocks. The biting, stabbing electricity became all she could perceive, tearing apart every inch of her until she wanted so much just to pass out, to let oblivion cover her mind and steal away her thoughts just to have a bit of momentary relief from the fire.


Moff Herizod stepped closer, his voice harsh and threatening.


"Pathetic little girl," he spat. "I have troopers combing the woods. It's only a matter of time before they find him," he said.


Sabine clenched her teeth tighter, biting down so hard it hurt, aching in her jaw.


"I'm going to gut him in front of you," the Imperial threatened. "Right down the middle of his abdomen. Let you watch his blood spill out onto the ground."


A muffled sob crept past her control. Sabine squeezed her eyes closed, praying to whatever gods or Force were listening to be able to hold on, just one moment more.


Herizod seemed to zero in on her weak point, breathlessly promising to hurt Ezra, detailing all the ways he could kill him, going into gruesome detail.


Despair pierced through Sabine's heart. She gripped her fists and jaw against the pain, the elecrodes sparking hotter, more intensely, as the Moff called for more voltage.


Everything dissolved except for the agony. She could barely hear Herizod's voice, shouting in her ear about all the horrible ways he was going to make Ezra suffer for her silence.


"You know, we found this Mandalorian relic once," he told her, the sound of his voice drifting around her head, somehow too loud and too soft at the same time. "Marvelous construction, solid stone and metal. I think it may have been used to restrain Jedi."


Sabine gasped, inhaling sharply, the pang of hot fire stabbing through her heart mingling with the panic shard that pierced her brain. A Vault? It couldn't be. They hadn't been used in forever. Did any of them even still exist?!


Keep it together, keep it together! she told herself desperately.


"As much as I would love to make that little padawan bleed in front of you," she heard the cruel voice saying, "how much worse would it be to kill you while he's in there, completely immobilized and helpless to do anything but watch?"


Her mind provided an image unbidden, Ezra shackled inside the sarcophous-like Vault, watching through the thick glass window as she was mutilated before him.


Her chest hitched. A helpless sound escaped her.


No, she thought. No no no no don't put him in that thing! she begged frantically inside her head. Not Ezra. No! Please don't hurt him!


As the voltage increased again she broke, her head snapping back, screaming, shrieking out her pain for the whole valley to hear.


-SWR-


Ezra tightened himself into a miserable ball, curling up, squeezing his hands harshly around his ears. Sabine's screaming continued over the speakers, loud and unbearable, a horrible sound that stabbed straight through him.


He gasped, whimpering helplessly, as his senses pounded with the echoes of her pain and her sobbing.


His eyes clamped tight. The gilded holocron was in his hand, shimmering and beautiful, singing with the Force in a warm chorus and Ezra let out a choked sound.


He pressed himself harder into the trunk of the tree.


What could he do? He could barely focus with Sabine's agony assaulting him through the Force, beating on his head with horrible clarity. But the holocron... the starmap... those lost Jedi temples waiting to be rediscovered, priceless knowledge and history, his heritage, his birthright as a Jedi... how could he give that up? How could he let it fall into Imperial hands for them to find the outposts and desecrate, and plunder, and spoil? Palpatine had destroyed so much of the Jedi Order already. He deserved a good kick in the teeth from the remnants of the culture he had tried to wipe out.


But that was Sabine down there and she was suffering. He thought frantically as Sabine's distant, sound-system boosted shrieking pounded on his resolve.


Focus. Focus, focus, he had to focus, he had to be clear-headed so he could assess his options.


Ezra took a slow inhale, letting go of his fear, reaching out to the Force and letting his mind meld with it. Calm filtered through him. His jitters stopped, and his hands loosened off his ears. He could still hear Sabine, but now her cries weren't sending him into spiraling panic and filling him with rash impulses.


He glanced towards their shuttle. What did he have to work with?


He spied the thin, enameled wood case that the holocron had been stashed in, cracked open next to him.


He had an idea.


-SWR-


It hurt. It hurt so much. She could barely think through the pain.


Sabine tried to bite back her screaming, tried not to give in, but it was too much. She couldn't think, couldn't breathe, trapped in this agonizing moment, with electric jabs shooting through her and shattering her resolve, turning her into a blubbering, sobbing little girl on the table.


Distantly, she remembered she shouldn't be showing such weakness. She was a Mandalorian, and she was a Rebel to boot, she shouldn't be coming apart like this, thrashing and shrieking until her voice was hoarse, until she couldn't even twitch anymore, so exhausted by the pain that oblivion hovered threateningly on the corners of her mind.


"Stop!" she heard a young male voice cry, in her periphery hearing.


The blur that was Moff Herizod raised his hand, and the electrodes at once powered down, mercifully.


Sabine gasped and sobbed, crying so hard her chest hurt, bleary eyes looking up towards the edge of the work site.


Ezra stood there, pale and brave, the gilded wooden case of the holocron in one hand.


Her vision blurred; she blinked back tears of shame at her failure, her mental voice screaming for Ezra to get out of there, to run, to not do this.


Her breath hitched pitifully as she watched the Moff turn slowly in Ezra's direction. She thought Ezra was shaking a little, as his voice drifted to her.


"I'm... I'm here," he said. "Please let her go," he begged, raising hands in surrender.


A motion from Herizod and troopers were rushing forward, grabbing Ezra's arms and wrestling them behind him, one of the men prying the pretty box from his hand and bringing it over. Sabine bit her lip tightly as they roughhoused him, all her worst fears coming into play.


They pushed him to his knees, holding his wrists firmly, awaiting further instruction from their higher-up. He met eyes with her across the way, warm blue concern beaming to her.


She hung her head, unable to even look at him.


The Moff was appraising his prize gleefully, taking the light wooden box from his lackey with eager carefulness.


"Wise choice, boy," he drawled. "I don't think your Mandalorian friend could have taken much more."


Ezra said nothing, staring with even, calm eyes forward. Moff Herizod turned away from him, running his fingers along the latch of the box.


He cracked it open slowly, a vulture-like excitement in his eyes.


Sabine saw him frown suddenly, confused. She glimpsed an oddly familiar circular device inside the box, heard a strange beeping.


The Moff cursed and flung the box away and the thermal detonator dropped out and rolled towards the heavy equipment.


She knew enough to close her eyes and squeeze tight as the explosion sounded.


The BANG! popped in her ears, almost deafening. Herizod stumbled back in a daze, near senseless, the bright whiteout from the explosion still pluming. The fuel inside an excavator caught a spark and ignited, a secondary explosion blasting them with force. The troopers and workers stumbled from the shock.


Ezra rushed forward, struggling free of the troopers' grip, beelining straight for her and reaching for the metal straps that held her to the table.


Click, click, click, and then she was free, stumbling forward into his shaking arms.


"How...?" she asked in confusion, her mind and ears still spinning from the blast.


"Hid it near the Phantom II," he told her in brief explanation, his eyes wide and worried, gathering her up into his arms like a limp blanket.


Sabine clutched arms around his neck, hanging on tight, trying not to be a burden as he pulled his lightsaber, the green blade a warm hum on her senses, reflecting red bolts that shot at them as he ran towards the edge of the dig site, his other hand under her limp legs. Workers rushed past them to the ruined excavator, frantically trying to suppress the fire before it spread to the other vehicles and Herizod screamed orders, pointing sharply after them, expression twisted with fury. But he and the troopers and the fire became a blur behind them as Ezra ran full-tilt through the trees and up the ridge, gaining distance quickly.


She pressed her face against his neck, tired and sleepy, breathing in the comforting earthen scent of him, as he carried her away.


She drifted in and out, exhausted from the shocks, alerting briefly when he set her down on a cargo seat inside their shuttle and ducked back out, returning momentarily with the precious, beautiful holocron.


He passed it into her hands as he went to take the pilot's seat.


Sabine smiled faintly as she held it, rolling its gilded edges in her palms. The shuttle roared to life and Ezra didn't even wait for them to clear the trees before launching them forward, somehow managing to avoid the trunks and tree branches with such dizzying precision she thought it must have been Force-assisted.


A stray bolt managed to ping them, and they jostled, but then the night sky smoothed into the void of space and they were in orbit, the planet behind them rapidly falling away.


Sabine's eyes and head drooped, she startled a bit at the jolt to hyperspace, and then she was blinking drowsily again, her lap blurring.


She heard Ezra give an exhale from the cockpit.


His clothes and gear rustled as he stood, and Sabine pulled her face up to smile at him as he came over to her.


His eyes studied her in concern. She knew she probably looked a mess; she could smell her singed paint and hair and flesh. There would be burns for a while. That was okay.


Ezra reached out, softly brushing her bangs from her cheek. Sabine hummed at the gesture, closing her eyes contently.


"You okay?" he asked, quietly.


She groaned. "Ask me again in about a week," she said.


Ezra said nothing, choosing instead to turn and ease himself down into the seat next to her. His arm wrapped around her shoulders.


She leaned into him, setting her temple against his, taking comfort in his presence.


"I'll be all right," she told him.


He nodded, just letting her rest.


Sabine drifted off to the gentle thrum of the shuttle and the soft breathing of the boy next to her.


End Notes


Oh dear I made it Soft. (But I mean the kids deserve it, you know?)


You can request a prompt/character over on Tumblr. See this post.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


For Day 25 of Febuwhump 2022: Muffled Screams


When Sabine gets stabbed in the leg in battle, the crew has to hold her down as Hera removes the knife.


Notes


Hey guys! I apologize for it being SUPER late in the day (for me at least) I just spaced out and forgot to post this so ahh!! Here it is though! Hope you enjoy!


WARNING: stabbing, pain, pulling a blade out of a stab wound


See the end of the work for more notes
The crew rushed to the cargo hold, desperate for at least something to go right during this shitty mission.


But no, instead of a huge supply of rations for the rebellion to enjoy they were met with a whole gang of sleemo pirates loading the cargo the crew worked so hard to get to onto their stupid ship.


"Son of a sith," Kanan murmered under his breath. They were all exhausted and now they had to deal with this? At this point they just wanted to turn back and go to bed.


The ever-determined Hera began sneaking towards the pirates, motioning for her crew to follow, "Come on, we need those rations."


The crew gave a simultaneous groan and followed behind. Do we have to? Was a question playing on all their minds.


Within less than a minute fighting broke out. Pirates were nothing the Ghost crew hadn't seen before. They shot past most if them pretty quickly.


It wasn't until they reached the pirates on the ship did they meet real trouble. Surprisingly the pirates proved themselves a bit stronger than they thought, using not only blasters but blades as well.


Hera yelled for everyone to be cautious and they all were, Kanan and Ezra retaliating with their sabers, Zeb swinging though them with his bo-rifle, Sabine using her hand to hand combat abilities to force their weapons out of their hands, and Hera and Chopper using them as a distraction so they could unloaded the cargo.


How many pirates were there? Sabine hoped this would end soon, she noticed her abilities slipping with every pirate she defeated. Unfortunately one of them noticed and took it as the perfect opportunity to take her down.


From the far right the Weequay closed one eye and aimed before throwing a dagger that landed just where he wanted it to.


Sabine collapsed with a shocked yelp after feeling a sharp pain below her knee. Glancing down, she noticed the filthy vibroblade lodged in her leg. She snapped her head up, enraged, and shot the bastard responsible with a quick shot to his head.


Hera immediately noticed and got Sabine off the ship and propped her against some crates in the cargo hold, "Do you need me to stay here with you?"


"No. I'm fine. Go," Sabine breathed, jerking her head to the side in pain. Hera gave a small nod before heading back into battle, leaving Sabine to try and control her breathing.


Her vision was hazy, and everything she heard was accompanied by echos. She winced as she tried to reposition herself, realizing that no position was comfortable and that she'd have to endure this pain until her friends were finished with the pirates. For the time being, she tried to remain still, letting out the occasional whimper or groan as she writhed in pain from the agonizing vibration of the blade.


The thought of how filthy the blade was crossed Sabine's mind as she waited, force knows where its been and what kind of germs it injected into her body. It was almost like she could feel them spreading. The thought itself made her nauseous.


After an excruciatingly long wait, the crew had finally sent the pirates retreating without their cargo and came running towards her.


Zeb turned to Hera as soon as they'd all knelt beside Sabine, "What are we going to do? We have no med packs, no anything to be honest."


Their captain sighed, "Well that thing is filthy, we should at least get it out before the germs spread further, I doubt those pirates ever cleaned it."


Ezra intervened, "Before we do anything, how would we stop the blood?"


A sudden cry escaped Sabine's throat, she couldn't take this much longer. It was all getting to her head, she was dizzy and felt trapped, dominated by torment the vibroblade brought.


Sensing her urgency, Kanan quickly tore off one of his sleeves, "I'll tie this around her leg, let's get started."


Sabine couldn't seem to stop writhing in pain, so the crew decided to lay her on the floor and hold her down. Zeb held her head like a pillow, Ezra held her hands down, and Hera and Kanan were at her feet as Chopper rolled around the cargo hold trying to signal the fleet for a pickup.


They also put Kanan's other sleeve in her mouth to muffle the inevitable screams. The last thing they wanted to do was alert the remaining troopers on board and deal with another attack.


Before starting Hera took Sabine through a few deep breaths, then the torture really began.


Sabine immediately squeezed Ezra's hand with almost all her remaining strength, the rest being used to bite down on the fabric as she screamed in agony, the blade vibrating through the wound on its way out.


Her face was red and tears uncontrollably streamed down her cheeks as she cried out, screamed, anything she could do to interpret the pain. All she could do was struggle against the arms that restrained her, the fabric that silenced her, and the pain that paralyzed her.


The crew couldn't bare to see her like this. As much as Hera wanted to look away she needed to get this out for her, the sooner she did, the sooner it would all be over.


Ezra tried his hardest to be supportive, this kind if thing didn't happen too often due to the rebels' constant cautiousness, but when it did he was always taken out if the room. This time he was actually next to the person and had to hold her down as she struggled and shouted. "Breathe..." He tried to say in a quiet, calming tone.


She snapped her head towards him, making eye contact. "It's gonna be okay," he offered, not sure if she heard what he said earlier. She gave a small whimper before her breath slowly began resuming a regular pace.


Then Hera pulled a bit more and she screamed again.


It took a while to get the damn thing out; at first it was stuck, and then Hera had to take it slow so as not to irritate the wound more than it already was. This only made Sabine want to shriek and thrash even more violently than she already attempting to.


Every vibration felt more agonizing than the next and the hot air of the cargo hold caused her hair to stick to her forehead. It was was almost suffocating as she breathed harder and harder to scream louder and louder.


The blade came out with one last blood curling scream. Once Ezra removed the fabric from her mouth Sabine let out a gasp for air before entering a coughing fit.


She now saw everything in double and she was dizzy as hell. Great. She was exhausted and the edges of her vision were black and faded.


"It's out Sabine, it's out. We're going to wrap it now okay?" Hera's soothing voice echoed.


"Kay..." Sabine managed. She barely heard what Hera had said, she was too distracted by the world swaying around her.


Another burst of pain struck her, thankfully less intense than the previous one. It subsided after Kanan tightly wrapped the torn fabric around the wound and knotted it with a tug.


It was finally over.


The pain wasn't gone, of course, but at least she was patched up for the mean time and didn't have to endure more until later on.


"Ha, wait 'til we get you to the med center and they have to disinfect it with the alcohol," Zeb huffed before being elbowed by Ezra.


"Are you alright?" Kanan asked, placing a hand on Sabine's shoulder, she jumped a little before sinking back down into Zeb's hand.


"I'll... live."


Her lids threatened to shut and she wanted them to, though she didn't know if they wanted her awake.


Can I just...


The crew began talking but she couldn't hear, it was all echos to her.


Close my eyes?


Just then Chopper rolled up to them and informed Hera about something along the lines of help being on the way.


Kriff it.


The darkness closed in and Sabine shut her eyes.


End Notes


Thank you for reading! :)
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Lothal
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/37209094.


Rating:
Mature
Archive Warning:
No Archive Warnings Apply
Category:
F/M
Fandom:
Star Wars: Rebels
Relationship:
Ezra Bridger/Sabine Wren , Kanan Jarrus/Hera Syndulla , CT-7567 | Rex/Ahsoka Five
Character:
Ezra Bridger , Sabine Wren , Kanan Jarrus , Hera Syndulla , CT-7567 | Rex , Ahsoka Five , Garazeb "Zeb" Orrelios
Additional Tags:
Fluff, Smut, Married Couple, Married Life, Married Sex, Alternate Universe
Language:
English
Series:
Part 5 of Sabezra - Love Stories
Stats:
Published: 2022-02-18 Words: 5,196 Chapters: 1/1
Lothal
by HawkCT7576
Summary


It’s been ten years since the empire held a death grip on the planet of Lothal and her people. This is the story of there saviors.




House Layout


It’s been ten years since the empire held a death grip on the planet of Lothal and her people. In the following years it has turned into a metropolis, the towns became cities with towering skyscrapers lining the streets, and it was because of one man, Ezra Bridger. For the first half of its new life, Lothal and her people thought they lost him to the stars, they built a memorial in the city center, around the base was the names of all of the know freedom fighter and people that stood up to the empire and laid down their lives for freedom. But one day the lost hero returned with the help from the colorful Mandalorian know as Sabine Wren, also known as the Second Guardian of Lothal. Sabine lived in a tower just outside of the city that she promised to protect. That was almost five years ago now, and the two now live in the city complex in the center of town. They own the top floor of the Tallest skyscraper, which was a gift to them that they would be rude to refuse. The tower is officially known as Star Touch Tower, but once Ezra and Sabine moved in it was dubbed The Bridger Tower in honor of Ezra and his parents.




Sabine’s POV




I opened my eye as the light from the sunrise hit my face. I smiled at its warmth. I closed my eyes and reached out hoping to find my husband, but all I found was an empty bed. I sat up and looked around out room, the bathroom lights were off but the door to the hallway was slightly open. I got up and walked into the hallway and looked to my left and right. To my left was the kitchen and living room, to my right was a set of stairs that lead up to our workshop and training room with our landing pad for our ship The Starbird, that had a view of the landscape and hills. “Ezra?” I called out, I stood there quietly waiting for a response. 


“In here bean.” his voice call from down the hall to my left. I smiled and walked down the hall. I got to living room which was big open room that had two floor to ceiling Windows that made up the two walls. To my left on the third wall was kitchen which has a bar top style counter that separated it from the living room. Ezra was in the kitchen at the center Island making breakfast. He was cutting up some stuff and putting it in a pan on the stove behind him. He was facing me as he was cutting, as I walked into the kitchen he had the cutest smile on his face. 


“Good morning beautiful.” He said as he leaned over and kissed me on the lips. 


“Morning handsome.” I said as stood next to him and wrapped my arms around him and laid my head on his shoulder. 


“What some breakfast?” He ask with that smile again. 


“Umm… I'm not really that hungry yet. Thank you though.” I said and kissed his cheek. I let go of him and walked over to the counter and grabbed a glass out of the cabinet and got some fresh coffee out of the pot in front of me. I walked back over to Ezra side. I enjoy watching him cook, it like me with art, he is very passionate about it. 


“Hey you should get dressed soon, we have to be at the ceremony in about an hour.” He said as he put his food onto a plate. The ceremony was for the ten year anniversary of the empire leaving Lothal. 


“What? You mean you don't want me going in my t-shirt and panties?” I asked jokingly with my arms up in a come at me way. 


“No...I'm the only that's allowed to see that much skin from you.” He laughed and kissed me. I smiled and walked back to our room to get ready. I put my coffee down on the dresser and walked into the closest and grabbed one of my under suit off the rack. I slipped out of my panties and shirt and slipped the tight under suit on. If it wasn't for the armor plates I have, the suit leaves little to the imagination, which comes in handy when I want to mess with Ezra. I walked out of the closet and over to the armor stand where my armor plate all hung. I slowly started grabbing the pieces one by one putting them in there right spots on my body. When I was finished I stepped back and looked at myself in the mirror, I had forgotten how good I look in armor no wonder Ezra drools over me. I walked over to my bedside table and grabbed my blaster that I placed there the night before along with my helmet, I attached it to my belt. I walked out of the room and made a right for the stairs and went up them. When I got to the top Ezra was at his desk eating while he cleaned his saber. I smiled and walked up behind him. 


“Hey bean.” he said as he placed the crystal into the hilt of the saber. I wrapped my arms around his neck and rest my head on his right shoulder, he continued to reconstruct his saber as I watched. As he finished he ignited in to the open. I always loved the sound and warmth that the saber put off. It made me feel safe because I knew Ezra was there with it. 


“You ready to go bean?” he asked as he extinguished the blade and put the hilt on his belt. 


“I have been ready, I've been waiting on you princess.” I said with a laugh. 


“Funny.” he smirked and got up and walked over to the landing pad door as I walked over to one of the wall containers. I punched the code in the lock and opened it. I grabbed two jet packs out, both being custom painted for each of us. I walked over to him with them and handed him his and then put on mine. 


“Ready?” I asked as I took my helmet of my belt and put it on. 


“I'm always ready bean.” He said and leaped off the side. I smiled under my helmet and shook my head, I quickly followed him by jumping off. It was a long way down so I had some time to catch up, so I just flew through the air without a care in the world. Soon we were both on the ground at the ceremony with everyone. Hera, Zeb, Kallus, Chopper, Rex and Ahsoka all came out this year.




Later That Night




We were all back up at our apartment, everyone was in the living room relaxing and talk. We were telling stories and just having a good time. Ezra and me were in the love seat, Hera, Zeb and Kallus were sitting on the couch to are right, Rex and Ahsoka were snuggled up on the love seat to our left. “So Hera how's Jacen.” I asked. 


“He is doing good, he is asking about Kanan more and more though. He wants to know what he was like and such.” Hera said sadly. Zeb put an arm around her to comfort her. 


“At least he wants to learn more about him, speaking of where is the little guy?” I asked. 


“Oh he is with my dad at his home.” she said still a little sad. I wonder what it's going to be like to have a baby. I'm just sitting in Ezra's arms thinking if this was the time to tell them all. I think I should tell them that I'm having a baby.  


“Bean you okay?” Ezra asked knocking me out of my thought. 


“Umm yeah...I-I….I have something to tell everyone.” I said speaking up so everyone could hear me. As everyone looked at me I got really nervous and was thinking of not tell them. I bit down on my tongue and sat up. 


“I’m pregnant.” I said and looked back at Ezra. “We are having a baby Ez.” I said as I looked into those blue eyes that I fell in love with. 


“Bean that's amazing.” He said and pulled me into a deep kiss. Everyone was congratulating me and Ezra when I started to feel weird. I felt dizzy so I decided to stand up and walk to my room. 


“Excuse me..” I said. Then everything went black.


I woke up to a blinding light, I didn't want to open my eyes yet. It felt like I was in a gown of some kind. I could feel someone holding my hand, I could tell it was Ezra. I slowly opened up my eyes and let me eyes adjust to the room. I was in a hospital room, Ezra was to my right holding my hand. “Ezra?” I spoke up. My voice sounded like crap. 


“Hey bean… how do you feel?” he asked all worried. 


“I’m okay….what happened?” I asked just as a doctor walked in. 


“Well Mrs. Bridger you passed out. Have you been eating lately?” He asked. 


“Well not as much lately… I feel run down when I do eat more than just dinner and sometime lunch.” I said. 


“Mrs. Bridger you are caring for two now… you need to eat or it could hurt more than just you.” he said and walked out. 


“Bean they said once you woke up we can head home.” Ezra said still holding my hand. I looked up at him and all I saw was disappointment in his eyes which made me feel more like crap. I have to start eating, for me and the baby.




Few Days later




‘I need to make up to Ezra, he feels like it was his fault that I wasn't eating. I feel so bad, I need to make it up to him.’ I thought as I sat at my desk in the workshop. I have been trying to repaint my armor since I got home but I can’t think straight. I need to make it up him for both are sakes. I looked out the window past the Starbird at the sunset, all of the beautiful colors mixing. I watched as the sun set before getting up and going to the bedroom where Ezra was reading his data-pad. “Hey Ez?” I asked as I walk into the room. 


“Hey bean...Everything okay?” he asked. 


“Yeah... I-I… I want to say I'm so sorry and I….I want to make it up to you.” I said as I looked down at my hands just so I won't have to see that disappointment in his eyes again. 


“What are you sorry for Bean?” He asked as he got up and walked over to me. He placed one hand on my arm and another under my chin and raised my face to meet his. I still looked away from his eyes. 


“For disappointing you, for not eating even though you said I should. I Let you down, I let the baby down.” I said as tears formed in eyes. 


“Oh Bean... you didn't disappoint me or let me down, I was just worried sick. Look at it from my point of view bean, my wife just told me we are having a baby then less then a minute later she passed out and I had to take her to the hospital, I was so worried something horrible was wrong.” he said. I looked into his eyes and saw nothing but love. Without saying another word I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him into a deep kiss. I felt his hands exploring my body until he reached my ass. He started to play with it which was one of my triggers, which he knew all too well. I broke the kiss and looked into his eyes again. 


“I love you Ezra.” I said while not moving a muscle. 


“I love you too bean.” he said and kissed me again. I don't know what took over me but I slowly backed him up and onto the bed. I laid down on top of him straddling him as we continued to kiss. Ezra slowly started to undo my clothes while not breaking our kiss. I broke the kiss and looked at him. 


“Take your clothes off...now.” I said as I got up off of him and took my clothing off. Once I got into my panties and bra I began to slow down to tease him. Once we were both naked I climbed back on top of him and began to straddle him again. I could feel his cock growing under me, I could feel it up against my pussy, just slowly rubbing it as he got bigger and bigger. I looked into his eyes, both his and mine filled with lust as i slowly lifted myself up and grabbed his cock, I positioned the tip to my pussy and slid down on it till he was all the way inside me. 


“Oh manda.” I said with a shudder that went through my body. I placed my hands on his chest while he placed his hands on my hips. At first i just grinded on his long cock, but soon I was sliding up and down on it. When I went up I left just the tip in me before I slide all the way back down to his large firm ball with a smack. At first I start off slow but now I'm at full speed with the help of him. We were fucking for about fifteen minutes before he was even close, by that point I already came twice. 


“Bean… baby I'm getting close.” he said but I barely heard him over my moans and the smacking sound I was making every time I came back down on him. I was a sweaty mess but I didn't care, I love the way Ezra make me feel. It caught me off guard when all the sudden he flipped us over onto my back. He place one hand on my left tit and the other just above my pussy, he place his thumb on my clit and started rubbing it while plowing into me even faster than before. 


“Oh fuck fuck fuck…..oh manda Ezra don't stop… please don't stop.” I screamed out loud as I lost control of my body, so much so that my tongue rolled out of mouth. Then he rammed himself all the way in me and unload the biggest load of cum into womb which caused my to clench down on him and climax harder then ever. I wrapped my arms and legs around his body as he kissed me, still shooting cum into me. Soon the high died down and he rolled us back over. My legs were jelly so I didn't even try to get up, I just fell asleep on his chest with his cock still buried in me with all that delicious cum.


I woke up the next morning still on top of Ezra, only difference is that we had a blanket wrapped around us. 


“Morning Beautiful.” Ezra said and kissed the top of my head. 


“Morning… thank you for last night… it was amazing.” I said and kissed him. 


“You want some breakfast?” Ezra asked. 


“Ah yeah….sure.” I smiled and kissed him again. I slowly lifted myself off of him trying not to make a mess from our fun. 


“I'm going to hop into the shower and get cleaned up really quick… I'll be out in a few okay?” I asked as he threw some sweatpants on. 


“Okay I'll go start on the food.” he said with a smile. I walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower, then I walked over to the sink and grabbed my toothbrush and started to brush my teeth. By the time I finished up in the shower and walked into the living room in my sweats and t-shirt Ezra was finishing making breakfast. 


“Hey come and eat.” Ezra said as he sat down at the counter on one of the bar stool. I sat down next to him and started eating. 


“So I was wondering if you wanted to train after breakfast.” I asked in between bites. 


“You really think that's the best idea with the baby?” he asked. 


“I'm not a cripple Ez… and I'm less than a few months pregnant… I'll be fine.” I said as I grabbed his forearm to reassure him. 


“Okay bean.” he said and kissed my forehead. 


“And you better not go easy on me.” I said as I stood up and took my plate to the sink. I then started to walk to the stairs with Ezra right behind me. ‘He is so staring at my ass.’ I thought to myself. As we got up to the workshop i went over to my bench and started organizing my stuff that I need for sparing. Ezra did the same to my right. I looked out the window at the rolling fields and hills of Lothal. 


“Hey Ezra.” I said looking back at him. 


“Yeah bean?” he asked a little worried something was wrong. 


“Instead of sparing….you want to go and walk in the fields?” I asked as walking over to him and took his hands in mine. 


“Yeah...that would be nice.” He said and kissed me. We walked down the stairs and went out the door to our elevator. Once we got in elevator Ezra pushed the button for the garage where our speeders were stored. By the time we got to Ezra's old tower it was lunch, lucky for us I have stuff in the speeders. We began to walk in the fields just enjoying the silence. 


“Hey Bean….I have been thinking what we should name the baby.” he spoke up as we got to the top of the hill that looked over the whole city. We sat down and curled up into each other's arms. 


“Well I have thought about it a little.. Do you have any ideas?” I asked him. He looked down at me and had a small smile. 


“Yeah...if its a boy I was think we could name him after your father.” he said with a smile. 


“Alrich….I like that….and if we have a girl…..what about Mira?” I asked him. 


“That sounds perfect bean.” He said and kissed me. We looked out over the city with the ocean behind it. 


“Hey Guess What.” I said looking up at him. 


“What?” he asked with a smile smile. 


“I love you.” I said as I looked into his amazing blue eyes. 


“I love you more Sabine.” he said and kissed me.




Few Days Later




I Opened my eyes to darkness. I could feel the warmth from my husband as I laid in his arms. I smiled. “Good morning beautiful.” Ezra said softly and kissed my forehead. 


“Good morning.” I said with a smile. 


“I didn't want to wake you up so I let you sleep in.” he said quietly. I smiled and kissed him. 


“Thank you Ez….what time is it?” I asked as I started to sit up as he got up and walked to the bathroom. 


“Little before ten.” he call from the bathroom. I smiled and got up and walked to the door and opened it to be meet with a blinding amount of light for someone who just woke up, I walked into the living room and look out the window. It was raining outside, I loved the sound it made on the windows. I walked in the kitchen and opened the cabinet and grabbed two mugs out and pour the fresh made coffee into both of them. I grabbed both mugs and walked over to the bar stools and sat down. I grabbed my data pad that I left there the night before and started reading the galactic news when I felt warm arms wrap around me. 


“Thank you.” Ezra said and kissed my cheek before grabbing his coffee and sitting down next to me. He started reading his datapad. 


“You want something to eat?” I asked him. 


“Yeah but I'll make it, what do you want.” he said as I started to get up. 


“Thank you… and eggs please.” I said as I sat back down. “You know what today is right?” I asked him. He looked back at me from the stove and thought for a second. 


“Its are anniversary.” he said with a smile. I smile and got up, I walked over to him and gave a kiss. 


“Let's do something special tonight.” I said as I pulled him into a hug. 


“How about this… I make us a nice dinner, then we can relax and go up to the roof and star gaze.” Ezra said as he looked into my eyes, his hands on my hips while mine were rubbing the back of his neck.  


“I would love that.” I said before kissing him.




Later That Night




I was looking at the millions of stars that painted the night sky, my head was on Ezra's chest with are arms wrapped around each other a small mat under us. We had been laying here for a little bit enjoying the view. Ezra made an amazing dinner that I won't forget anytime soon. Even though I could stay up here forever looking at this view, I was getting a little board, so I decided to mess with Ezra a bit. I reach my one hand and placed it on his belt buckle and slowly started to undo it. 


“Bean?” he asked curiously. 


“Just let me have my fun.” I said as I finished with the buckle and pulled his zipper down. 


“Bean… let's go back to our room” he said and kissed me deeply. 


“Okay Ez.” I said then sat up. We both got up and walked back inside and down the stairs and into our room. As I walked to the bed I slowly stripped off all my clothes, by the time I laid down on my back on the bed I was naked. Ezra slowly walked over to me doing the same but just before he got to the bed he dropped down to his knees and crawled over to me. I could feel his warm breath on my vagina. He slowly started to lick me up and down before he got bold. 


“OH MANDA!” I screamed with my back arching as his tongue forced its way into me and his one hand reached up and began to play with my tits and the other paid close attention to my clit. “Oh Ezra.” is all the more I could say before I climaxed into his mouth. He swallowed it all and pulled his tongue out of me. He moved up to meet me face to face. 


“You taste amazing.” he said before deeply kissing me. While we kissed I slowly started rubbing his cock up and down while he slipped two fingers in to me. We were both a moaning mess, but I slowly stopped rubbing him and placed the tip of his cock at my pussy lips. He broke the kiss and pulled his fingers out. He looked deep into my eyes as he slowly pushed in. I wrapped my arms and legs around him ready for him to let rip. What surprised me his how slow he started thrusting. He kissed me passionately. 


“I love you bean.” He said after breaking this kiss. 


“I love you too Ezra….but can you do something for me.” I said while biting my lip. 


“Anything.” he said still keeping his same pace.  


“Go to town on me.” I said with a devilish smile. He pulled out of me which made me feel oddly empty. He rolled me over and moved me up on the bed more. I placed my ass up in the air with my face down in the pillow. He grabbed my hips and slowly entered me again, this time he went full speed. 


“Oh good Ezra….please don't stop.” I said as he pounded me over and over again. Like usual his Jedi training kept him calm and patient as he pounded away, but for me I was losing my mind. We were going for about twenty minutes and in this position was like heaven, I already climaxed four times while Ezra just kept going and going. 


“Bean I'm going to cum.” he said, he was beginning to tense up as he got closer. 


“Oh Fuck Fuck Fuck.” I screamed as I was about to climax for the fifth time, he buried himself all the way in and unloaded just as my climax hit and my walls crushed down on his long cock. His cum unloaded deep into my womb which left a warm and fuzzy feeling in my core. By the time he stopped cum was leaking out of me, he slowly pulled out and a good amount of his seed followed. I rolled over as he laid down next to me. 


“You want to hop into the shower with me?” he asked. 


“In a little bit, I love this feeling way to much.” I said enjoying the warmth his cum brought me. Soon I fell asleep, still sweaty and full of cum.


I woke up and the room was dark, I looked over at the clock and it was just before six in the morning. I slowly got up and looked over to my side. Ezra was fast asleep still so I got up and went into the shower. I could feel the cum inside me still moving around as I walked. That alone made me horny again, I turned on the shower and hopped in. I started to clean up when the fun part came, I grabbed the shower head and aimed it up and into me. My head flew back as the water hit deep in me, I could feel it washing all of the fun cum out from last night. 


“Well you look like you are having fun.” Ezra voice echoed, which scared me half to death. 


“Manda Ez, don't do that.” I said as I put the shower head back in its place. Ezra stepped into the shower and moved right in front of me. 


“Want to continue from last night?” he ask with lust in his eyes. I only smiled and dropped to my knees, his semi erect cock hanging in front of me. I opened my mouth and slid it in, I slowly started to rock my head, going faster as I felt him getting harder. Soon his cock was hard as a rock and I was sucking him off as fast as I could go. I had one hand helping me on his long shaft and the other playing with his firm balls. His cock was sliding in and out of my throat. After a while could feel his balls begin to twitch then his shaft followed. 


“Bean I'm about to cum.” he said so I push him all the way in just as he unloaded down my throat and into my stomach. Once he finished I pulled him out and stood back up. He then kneeled down and moved me back up against the wall. He slowly started to lick circles around my pussy until he finally latched on and went to town on me. In seconds I was a moaning mess, Ezra's tongue was hitting all the right spots. Soon I was getting closer and closer I grabbed on to his head as I climaxed into his mouth. 


“Oh Manda Ez.” I said as he stood back up. My legs were like jelly so I held on to Ezra. 


“Thank you baby.” I said and kissed him. 


“You taste amazing.” He said and kissed me again. 


“Yeah I do.” I said as I lick my lips. I turned around and showed my ass to him. He grabbed on to my hips as he slowly pushed himself into me. He started to thrust in and out which caused my legs to give out from the please I was feeling. He caught me and held on to me as he picked up the speed. 


“Holy Crap….Ez cum in me baby… please cum in me.” I Said as I was about to climax. As I climaxed and my walls crushed down on him, he shot another load deep into me again. 


“Oh god bean...You feel amazing.” he said as he finished cuming. We both finished up in the shower and got dried off. I Dropped my towel in the basket and grabbed a pair of sweats and threw them on. I walked out of the bedroom and into the living room. I went to the kitchen and grabbed my coffee before I went and laid down on the love seat. I wrapped myself in the blanket and turned on the holonet. I looked around our home and smiled, I can't wait for my baby to grow up here.


I looked into the mirror at my purple hair. ‘It's time for a change.’ I thought to myself. I got out my hair dyes and looked them over. “Let's go back to the basic.” I said to myself as I put the brown hair dye threw my hair, I haven't had my natural hair color since before I meet Ezra. I finished my hair and went up to the workshop where I was finally painting my armor again, it need some new life to it so I decided to go with the traditional House Wren colors with a some small markings as a personal touch. ‘Let's Surprise Him’ I thought, I pulled on my under suit and place the armor in there proper slots. 


“Hey babe can you come up here please.” I said through my comm. 


“On the way.” he replied. As he got to the top of the stairs he froze as he looked at me. 


“Like what you see?” I ask as I gave him a spin to see all of me. 


“You...you look… stunning bean.” He said as he walked up to me and placed his hand on my hips. 


“Thank you Ez. What caught your eye first?” I asked as I put my arms around his back. 


“Well first I saw your white and gold armor but that went out the window when I saw your hair. I never seen it as its natural color. You are so beautiful.” He said then kissed me. 


“Thank you… I wanted to surprise you.” I said with a smile. I bit my lip as his stunning blue eyes stared deep in to mine. 


“I love you so much Ezra and I can't wait to have are baby.” i said before kissing him. 


“I love you too bean.”
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Summary


Sabine hasn't played Truth-or-Dare since she left the Imperial Academy, and she is never doing it again.


Ezra played Truth-or-Dare exactly once. That was once too many.


Now they just have to find a way to get out of Phoenix Squadron Taungsday Game Night.


It's not going to be easy.


Notes


While this is technically part of the Time Heals 'verse, you don't need to read the series to understand it.


It's based on the line in Time Heals All Wounds where Sabine thinks about all the crazy things she did to get out of Phoenix Squadron game night. I threw in Ezra, shook well, and dumped out 780 words of cracky dialogue. Bone app the teeth.


 


Also, i never read the book about kanan and hera so the little bit hera says about their early relationship in this story is based only on what I know from kanerallels spymaster au.


“If we hide in the ceiling vents, they won’t find us.”


“Isn’t that a little extreme? It’s just a game. I think it could be fun.”


“Have you ever played Truth-or-Dare?”


“No, but I bet I’d be great at it.”


“Yeah, okay. Go on. Have fun with that.”


“I plan to!”


“And be careful! I heard a couple of the girls here talking about you!”


“Ha, ha. Very funny.”


———


“Hey, Sabine?”


“Yeah?”


“Is there room for me up there too?”


“Sure. Is the game night over already? I thought I heard them still laughing.”


“You did. I left early.”


“Was it that bad?”


“I don’t want to talk about it.”


“Were they laughing at you?”


“I don’t want to talk about it.”


“…is that lipstick?”


“I don’t. Want. To talk about it.”


“They found out we’re hiding in the vents.”


“Shoot. Time to ask Hera for chores, I guess.”


“You said I was dying my hair?! I just dyed it! I’m not re-dying it!”


“They asked me where you were and it was the first thing I thought of!”


“Hey, Sa—”


“Sorry, I have to wash my hamster.”


“You… what?”


“If you don’t stop squirming, you’re going to be half-bald.”


“Ow! Why do I need a haircut, anyway?”


“Cover story. Also, the old one wasn’t working for you anymore.”


“Rude.”


“We have a problem.”


“Yeah?”


“I said we had to clean the Phantom.”


“But we don’t have the Phantom anymore.”


“I know that.”


“Your jetpack is coming in handy a lot more than I expected.”


“Next time we hide up here, we’re bringing food. I’m starving.”


“Hey, Hera.”


“Sabine. Can we talk?”


“Um, sure, I guess. Hand me that airbrush?”


“Here you go. I like your new colors.”


“Thanks.”


“Sabine… you know you can always come talk to me, about anything, okay?”


“What’s going on?”


“You’ve been disappearing a lot. I’m worried about you. I know you like peace and quiet but this isn’t normal for you…”


“I'm fine, Hera. But, thank you for checking on me. It means a lot—”


“—and I noticed you and Ezra disappear with each other a lot. You don’t have to tell me anything, but I want you to know that there’s nothing wrong with changing your mind about someone.”


“Hera—”


“Kanan liked me for quite a while before I realized I liked him too, and—”


“Hera—”


“—it’s so easy to go from friendship to something more without even realizing—”


“Hera! We’re not—not together, not like that! We’ve been hiding on top of one of the tree corals to avoid the Taungsday Game Night. We got folding chairs and a holoprojector and we’ve been watching so-bad-they're-good movies. That’s all.”


“Are you sure?”


“Yes.”


“Because that sounds like a date and—”


“Hey, Sabine, I forgot, are we watching The Curse of Korriban or The Cathar Wore Chartreus… oh. Uh, am I interrupting Girl Talk again?”


“Basyl, I must confess something to you.”


“Watch. She's gonna say she's been working for the mobster she payed him to find.”


“I've been working for the mobster I payed you to find.”


“Stop using your Jedi powers to spoil the plot!”


“Ow! Don't hit me! I'm not! It's just so predictable!”


“Ruha, my dear… I knew all along.”


“…aaaand they're kissing.”


“We should've watched Curse of Korriban.”


“Bad news. Mart found out about the tree.”


“Darn. Now we need a new spot.”


“It gets worse.”


“Really?”


“Some of the other guys are being really immature about it.”


“…”


“You know. The. The song.”


“…”


“The—the sittin’ in a tree—that one.”


“Who.”


“Sabine, murder is illegal.”


“My face is already on ‘wanted’ posters.”


“Sabine, no.”


“Please?”


“No.”


“Please please pleasepleaseplease.”


“Gooti, we just said no.”


“But you’re the only ones who never come to game night! I promise we won’t do Truth-or-Dare. I already made sure everyone else was okay with that! We were getting bored with Truth-or-Dare, anyway. We’ll play card games or something!”


———


“Guys! Guys, I got them! They’re here!”


“Good! Move over, everyone, and make room for the baby Specters.”


“Never call me that again, Wedge.”


“Everybody, sit in a circle. Tonight’s game is one a buddy of mine from Corellia told me about. It’s called Spin the B—hey, wait! Sabine, where are you going?”


“AH!”


"Shhh!!!"


“Wren! Bridger! What are you doing in my room?!”


“What does it look like we’re doing? We’re playing sabacc.”


“In my room?!”


“Well, duh. It’s the perfect hiding spot.”


“Yeah. People fear you, Alexsandr.”


“Listen, you two—”


“Sh! Someone’s coming through the hallway!”


“If anyone asks, you never saw us!”


“Did I just see Wedge Antilles walk by with pink hair?”


“Yes.”


“Is there a reason for—”


“YES.”
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Summary


Years after being freed from his captivity, Ezra still has nightmares. Sabine just wishes she could help him.


(For Febuwhump Day #4: "nightmares")


Notes


this fic has been giving me brainrot for weeks now, and also basically wrote itself, so enjoy LOL


Sabine had never been a particularly touchy person. Armor was a welcome shield from the hands of others, keeping her from resorting to squirming and running away. She had not expected to grow into someone who was quite so… well, touch-starved. Especially for Ezra.


It was a constant fight not to push him, especially after that day he’d chosen to end their sparring session with a kiss and sent their relationship spiraling in a completely foreign, if very welcome, direction. She couldn’t help the way she constantly craved his touch, but he could no more help his jumpiness and aversion to physical contact. She had seen his scars, the ones Thrawn had given him. He did his best, and she gave him the space he needed. After all, his happiness was more important. Even if the moments when he pulled away from her felt like being knifed in the chest.


They still slept in separate bedrooms. Ezra hadn’t quite remastered the art of sleeping through the night, and she knew he often spent hours pacing while the rest of Clan Wren slept, haunted by memories he’d never be able to tell her. Needless to say, she was surprised when her door opened abruptly while she was just climbing into bed, and he was standing there in a t-shirt and boxers. He silently crawled into bed beside her, laying down and studying her. The scar through his eyebrow twitched almost-imperceptibly when he blinked.


“Can I stay?” he asked quietly.


“Of course you can.” Her heart fluttered giddily in her chest at the idea of spending a night in his arms. He smiled at her, his blue eyes twinkling, and pulled her close.


“Ezra, the light—” It clicked off, seemingly by itself. “...Oh. Thanks.”


“Goodnight, ‘Bine,” he murmured into her hair. She practically melted at the nickname.


“Goodnight, Ezra.”


Three hours later, she woke up to him sitting up with a gasp that almost turned into a scream. He clapped his hand over his mouth to muffle it and immediately pulled his knees to his chest. Sabine rubbed her eyes and reached for him.


“Are you okay?” she asked blearily. Her hand came to rest on his arm, and he stiffened and pulled away, climbing out of bed completely. She felt a familiar stab of rejection.


“I’m fine,” he said quickly. “I’m sorry for waking you up. I’ll just—” He started towards the door.


“Ezra, wait!” she tried desperately, but he was already gone. Cursing everything, she wiggled out of the tangle of sheets and followed him, her socked feet sliding slightly on the smooth floors. She found him in her family’s private living room, pacing furiously around the sofa. He’d turned on a single lamp, which tried valiantly to fill the room with its warm golden light. He had his arms wrapped tightly around himself, and his dark hair fell over his face. Sabine was nearly overcome by a desperate urge to push those soft locks back and kiss his forehead. Instead she stood there like an idiot until he looked up and saw her, his blue eyes wild and haunted.


“Why are you here?” he demanded, his voice quiet.


“I—” Sabine hesitated. “I was worried.”


“I’m fine,” Ezra replied. “I told you already. Go back to sleep.”


That only buried the knife deeper. Sabine tried to talk around the lump in her throat. “But—”


“Go!” She jumped at his raised voice. Tears blurred her vision as she took a step back and looked down at the floor. She felt like the air was being squeezed out of her.


“What did I do wrong?” she found herself whispering around a traitorous sob.


“What?”


“I-I-I just wanted to help,” she said into her hands. She gave into her tears, the sobs shaking her shoulders and making her voice wobble. “I don’t like when you’re upset. I love you.”


“Sabine—”


A wave of shame swept over her at the horror in his voice. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, and ran back into her room, curling up around her pillow and burying her face in it to muffle her cries. She was somehow so incapable even her partner didn't want her around.


It’s all my fault, she thought. I left him with Thrawn for too long, and now he’s going to hurt forever. I’ll never be able to fix it.


The idea of that made her cry harder. Perhaps she’d never be enough for him. What good was she if she couldn’t even take the edge off his nightmares?


The mattress sunk down, and she choked on her next sob, freezing up.


“Sabine,” Ezra murmured, resting a warm hand on her shoulder, “I’m sorry.”


She refused to even let herself breathe, knowing a sob would follow it. She felt him press a kiss to the top of her head.


“None of this is your fault,” he continued quietly, tucking himself up against her back. She pressed instinctively against his warmth, though her mind protested against allowing herself his comfort.


“I sent you away because I don’t like you seeing me like that,” Ezra explained. “I didn’t want to upset you.”


Sabine sniffled and turned her head so she could look at him. His hair was still falling into his face, but his eyes were calm now, and soft with affection.


“It’s not because I make it worse?” she asked, her voice wavering.


“You could never,” Ezra promised. “You make me feel safe.”


She still hesitated. “I just want to hold you until it all goes away,” she whispered. “But you don’t want me near you.”


He leaned over her further so he could look her in the eyes. His weight on her was soothing. “I do want you near me,” he said. “Every moment of every day. But I’m constantly fighting a part of me that’s scared. It’s not because of you. When you touch me, I feel…” He searched for the words. “Loved. Special. Wanted. Only good things, neshama sheli.”


Sabine sighed in relief at his words, relaxing the rest of the way into him. She rolled over to face him and pressed their lips together. He ran a hand through her hair and scooted even closer, until there was no space between them at all. This was all she wanted—all she’d ever craved from him.


She pulled away after a long, blissful moment and wrinkled her nose slightly. “Did you call me “my soul” in Lothali?”


“Was it too much?” he asked, giving her a small, sheepish smile.


She let out a watery laugh. The sight of his smile made the pain in her heart melt away. “Way too much.”


He smiled wider.
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Summary


ezra and sabine are on a mission to find the lost rebls sent on recon. thy dont expect any trouble but trouble seems to follow them


Chapter 1:ezras point of veiw
We were in the back of our ship playing with Mira. Well at least I was, Sabine was working on her jet pack and watching the two of us play hide and seek. Mira was giggling so much it was hard to contain my own laughter. Anyway, we got a call over the comm to tell us we have a mission. I told Sabine I'll meet her at command and picks up Mira heading for the ghost so Kannan and Hera can watch over her. "Be good for uncle Kannan and auntie Hera okay Mira?" "Otay papa!" She responded and immediately ran off to find chopper.


 


Sighing softly I hugged them both. "Thank you for watching over her.. we didn't want to bring her with us since it may be a dangerous mission." saying goodbye I ran to the command and got there just as Sabine was finishing up talking. She filled me in as we were walking back to our ship and took off. "Its a pick up mission to get some Rebels who have been abandoned at a new planet." "Do we know the location and how many?" "5 to 6 Rebels and yea near coruscant." As we got closer I had a strange feeling but shook it off as nerves.


 


When we landed the feeling came back stronger through the force this time and I told Sabine. "Be careful.. there can be anything on this planet so keep your guard up." She nodded and opens the door to find all the rebels we were supposed to save dead. Looking around confused, me and Sabine checked each of their pluses. "These two are dead..." "everyone over here are too. Damn we were to late.." I crouched down to see the wounds. "Huh...these are light saber wounds..but none of these guys are Jedi unless one of the inquisitors were here.." "unless it was to draw you and Kannan out here." Sabine had a good point on that. I stand back up and pull out my own light-saber to crash against a red one being thrown at me. Getting a hood look on who threw it I see maul. Yelling out I run over and start fighting him.


Chapter 2: Sabines Point of Veiw
With a yell Ezra runs towards maul and they start fighting. I pull out my blasters and shoot at maul only for him to hit them away like nothing. "Sabine! Get to the ship! NOW!" "No! Not without you!" He jumped back away from maul and forced pushed me into the ship before yelling for our droid to leave.


The droid beeped and the doors closed making the ship rock as it takes off back towards Yavin 4. I was in the same position I landed in because I couldn't move I was crying so hard. When we reached yavin 4 I stifled a few cries and stood up shaking my head. I needed to tell command so they can help get Ezra back. As soon as we landed the doors opened to reveal Kannan, Hera, commander Sato, zeb and his little buddy Kallus, and of course Mira and chopper.


Mira tan over and hugged my leg making me laugh as I bend to pick her up. Walking towards the others I smile slightly. "Where's ez Sabine? Is he still on the ship?" I look towards Commander sato before telling them what happened. "When we landed we saw the bodies of the rebels. They were all dead, light-saber wounds is what Ez said. Suddenly maul jumped out and ex met him half way and started fighting. He pushed me into the ship and told the droid to take off." As soon as I finished the story everyone was slightly tearing up.


"Well we need to find Commander Ezra at once. Tomorrow at dawn we will send some ships with you back to the planet and get Commander Ezra back." "We will be coming to Sabine. Ezra family." The whole of the Ghost Crew walked back to the Ghost to start planning. They will get their Ezra back. And make maul pay for all the harm he caused in the past.


Chapter 3:Sabines point of Veiw
True to Commander Santos words the ghost crew, and the phoenix squad left Yavin 4 and heading to the coords of mauls battleship. Sabine was in her room comforting her daughter the best She could. Mira was in her lap holding her shirt tightly. Sabine was rocking the both of them gently when Hera came in. "Hey we are almost to the coords. Your going to go with Kannan and zeb okay?" "Alright Hera.. watch Mira when we head out please?"


Sabine stated quietly and Hera nodded sadly then left. When Hera left Sabine stood up and holding Mira tightly starts heading to the Common Room to distract Mira from what happened. Setting her down at the table Hera started a game of Holochess with her and Sabine smiled hearing Mira soft laughter. Sabine met zeb and Kannan at the loading bay and the three of them went over a plan.


"I will find Ezra using our bond. Sabine and zeb you will need to be protectors." Kannan said addressing the both of them. They nod and when zeb leaves to grab a few things Kannan puts a hand on Sabine's shoulder."I don't know what state we will find him in but you need to be strong for him and Mira okay?" "I know Kannan. Just worried he could be dead... or turned.."


I nod and reply softly. "If he did either of that me and his bond would break Sabine. He's still alive and fighting the dark side." Kannan stated back smiling slightly. Getting to the coords the ghost crew started the rescue mission to get back their own. We met no resistance and found Ezra on the ground.


He was laying in a pool of his own blood, he had a few still bleeding wounds, burn marks along his arm, back, and chest, and his face was badly scarred. Zeb picked him up gently and the crew made their way back to the ghost. Entering the Ghost zeb ran immediately ran for the med bay shouting at chopper to prepare the bay with Sabine following behind.


Zeb gently lays him down on the bed and moves away as Hera starts working alongside chopper. They jabbed a iv into Ezra's arm then stopped and wrapped all his bleeding, and burns and sprayed bacta spray over every wound. Finishing wrapping up the last of the scars she sighs."there that should hold him until we get to Yavin. Reaching the base. Medical staff moved Ezra from the Ghost to the bases medical center. A lot of the pilots and crew members watched sadly seeing the state Ezra was in. No one was allowed to see Ezra not even Kannan and Hera so we just had to pray for the best


chapter 4: Sabines point of veiw
Soon enough the doctors started letting Sabine in. Only Sabine was allowed but she told the others how he was. She'd sit by him gently holding his unhurt hand and telling him what he has missed even though he's still asleep. A month later only the Ghost Crew were allowed to see him so everyone, one at a time sometimes Two, came in every day to talk to him as well. Sabine stayed with him almost everyday worried. Then something happened, he woke up! Sabine was talking with zeb when they heard a low groan. Both pairs of eyes shot to the bed and both eyes widen and a huge grin sets on Sabine and Zebs face. Sabine walked over and grabbed his hand encouraging him to open his eyes as zeb commed the rest of the crew. "Cmon kanan Ezra is awake!" "We will be there as soon as we can!"


 


Ezra groaned softly again and opened his eyes slowly immediately closing them due to the bright light of the medical wing then opens them slightly again. Looking to his left he smiled and saw Sabine who was smiling. Seeing him look at her she launched forward and hugged him gently but tightly. "Oh my god! Your up! Zeb called the rest of the crew to come here!" Hearing mention of zeb he looked around the room then saw him "wow surprised your not in our cabin enjoying the quiet." "Very funny lothrat! Just so happens that someone manages to get themselves almost killed then put into ICU. You scared all of us bud." "Huh wow..."


 


the rest of the crew comes in Hera holding Mira. Seeing her dad up Mira squeals and wiggles out of Hera's arms running to Ezra and hugging her dad tightly. Ezra laughs and hugs her back tightly. "Hey Mira! There you are you little lothcat!" "Dad! I missed you!" "Missed you too little firecracker. Hey Hera and Kanan!" Looking up both of the older parents smiled and waved back coming closer so they can talk. The crew was finally back together again


chapter 5: Sabines point of veiw
It's been almost 5 months after what happened with maul and Ezra has been moved to the rehabilitation center until he's fully operational. We have sent multiple scouts to try and find maul but no luck so far. Ezra acts okay when everyone sees him but when he's alone I can hear his struggle. He wakes up crying out or wakes up screaming in fear.


 


If im in the room with him Im able to soothe him the best I can but if im not there he stays in that state from whatever time he woke up to the morning where he will fall asleep for a few minutes. Today he's getting a mechanical arm to replace the missing one and they hope it will help. Since Ezra was asleep still I had Mira playing with her toys and i was talking with Kannan. While we were talking We hear a scream of fear and both turn to the bed to see Mira trying to calm her father down. Suddenly Ezra shot you scaring Mira back and she trips over her toys with a yelp. The room was quiet before Kannan let out a silent chuckle. Glaring at him I run over to check on Mira first then walks carefully toward Ezra who was curled up hiding his face the best he can.


 


"Ez. Your okay and safe." Hearing my voice he looks up and smiles sadly. "Hey bine... sorry about that..." seeing his face I smile and reaches his bed grabbing his hand gently"aw no need to apologize your fine.. I'm pretty sure no one would be okay after what you went through." Bringing him into a hug the nurse comes in holding the arm. "Are you ready Mr. Bridger?" He just nods not trusting his voice. The nurse smiles and starts attaching the arm (i don't know how they do it so please don't go at me...) when she had finished and left he looked at the arm and moved it groaning softly where it hurt then said with a huge smirk "Will this help with my Jedi stuff Kannan?." with this Kannan bursts out laughing followed by Mira and me. Ezra looked around then chuckled himself and picked Mira up gently hugging. As the laughter died we started talking, joking, and playful fighting


Chapter 6: Sabines point of veiw
Ezra was soon released from the med bay. we were glad to have him back although he didn't do missions just yet. right now kannan and him where practicing fighting with their light saber. they were both pretty good. me and Hera talked as they fought. "so he going on any missions anytime soon?" "no, told me himself he doesn't want to until hes strong- "focus Ezra" "huh HEY! you only did that cause i was winning!"


 


me and Hera looked over to see kannan standing over a fallen Ezra and trying to hold back a laugh. we stifled our giggles as Ezra jumps up and they start hand to hand combat. "hey wait a second.. did you teach him some moves?" i look back at hear and nodded. "he wanted to learn so we did the basics. hes a fast learner." we both heard a yell and saw kannan on the ground. "now who needs to focus kannan?" "oh shush Ezra." we all laugh at that before seeing Mira run out of mine and Ezra ship and to her father seeming to be crying. "hey wants wrong kiddo?" Ezra asked picking her up confused. "cho-chopper shocked me..." "ah that rust bucket. don't worry Mira we will talk to him."Hera said motioning for kannan to follow. the two leave the small family alone, i walk over to the two and smiles rubbing Mira back. "its okay sweetheart. your dad and uncle zeb usually fought with him when your father was younger haha"


"wow Sabine, exposing me?" Ezra said a fake hurt expression on his face causing Mira and myself to giggle. "really?" Mira asked in a quiet voice. "yep all the time" Ezra responding chuckling softly. we turned and headed into the ghost to meet up with kannan and Hera


chapter 7: Ezra's pov
Ezra POV:
I was laying in my bed alongside Sabine. It was very late at night so Sabine was dead asleep. I couldn't sleep however because of nightmares so I was quietly reading the holonet. Deciding to just go to the kitchen I quietly leave the room hearing the door whoosh shut behind me and my quiet footsteps as I move to the common room. Sitting down at the table I started working on my lightsaber adding and removing parts as I went. Hearing beeps I look up to see our droid in front of us. It was exactly like chopper besides shocking everyone and it was funny to us. He beeped in concern and confusion and I chuckle softly.


"Just working on a few things bud. Go charge." Our droid looked at me then beeped and rolled away the soft chirping and whirring of him moving away quieting to nothing. Sighing gently I head down to the cargo hold of our ship that had a training area to the side. On that side it had a mat that was pinned to the ground and a punching bag.


Opening the ramp to have cool air coming through I wrap up my hands before punching at the punching bag. It helped keep my mind off of things going on as well as grow my strength back. I was so focused on punching the bag I didn't hear the soft pattering of feet coming over nor the soft tones of a voice until a soft warm hand touched my shoulder. Freeing and looking over my shoulder I see Sabine. "Hey babe. Hope I didn't wake you up." I spoke softly smiling and turning to her. "No felt something off and couldn't find you in our room. You okay?" She responded grabbing my hands in her warm ones. "Honestly, no but I'm dealing with it." Do you want to talk about it?" That one sentence made my composer break and I sigh.


"Yes but no at the same time..." "let's head to the room." She gently unwrapped my hands for me, closed the ramp again and gently lead me back to our room. After I changed into clean clothes and we were both laying down I told her about everything. Nightmares on the crew and my family dieing, maul taking my family, maul killing me. She listened through it all and when I was finished hugged me tightly and rubbed my back. I buried my head into her shoulder and cried. After I was quieting down I felt my eyes sink and heard her whisper before falling asleep. "Goodnight ez. I'm here if you need me."


chapter 8: ezra and Sabines pov
Ezra point of view:
I woke up with a grunt at the sudden weighty on my stomach. Opening my eyes I chuckle at Mira and sit up. "Morning kiddo how's you sleep?" I asked the excited child now on my lap. "It was good! I dreamt of a lothwolf! It was white and huge!" She starts explaining the details as I lead her out of the room and into the kitchen for breakfast. As I'm making space waffles I hear footsteps and in comes Sabine. "Morning babe. I invited over Kannan and Hera so might want to get dressed." She laughs and leaves the room. Finishing up the waffles and hearing more footsteps I see Kannan, Hera, jaecen, and Zeb the late pulling me into a head hood and knuckling my head. "Ah zeb noo!" I laugh trying to push free unable to while everyone else was laughing. Once Sabine came back and I was finally free we sat down and started eating.
Sabines point of veiw
After breakfast the two kids ran off to play in Miras room as the grown ups talked. "You free to go on missions yet kiddo?" "Nah not yet. But will soon!" "Good because I miss having to drag your butt out of danger" I roll my eyes at Ezras and Zebs banter and turn my attention to kannan and Hera. "How have you two been?" I asked chuckling softly. "We have been good. Zeb is now living with us on the ghost so it's been great." "That sounds nice. Hey did you paint over my room?" Remembering the art I used to do in my old room on the ghost I wanted to see what has become of it. "Actually no, jacen has shown a very big interest in art so we made your room into a art room." "Ha! I can't wait to see that!" Suddenly zebs vouce rang out "That's it you little lothrat!" We look over only to see Zeb getting up and Ezra gone. "Oh great what did he do this time..?" I hear Kannan whisper. I look over and shrug before following the two boys outside. Zeb had Ezra tackled and pinned and was... tickling Ezra? Once that came over we could hear Ezras laughing pleas to get free. Zeb was also laughing. I laughed softly at this and called out "Zeb better let him go before he passes out." Zeb nods and lets him go walking over and laughing. Ezra stayed on the ground trying to recover from his laughing fit before he attempted to get up. The rest of the day was filled with playful banter and more tickle, and paint, fights.
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Summary


Ezra is self-conscious. Sabine assures him he has nothing to fear


Notes


See the end of the work for notes
Sabine moaned into the kiss as Ezra's musky scent filled her nostrils. She had her hands braced against his chest as she straddled him. His fingers were twisted in her hair, pressing her more tightly against him. His other arm was wrapped around her middle, squeezing her as their tongues twisted against one another. 


As their kiss intensified, warmth began to pool in her lower belly. She began to rock against Ezra, whose was obviously enjoying this just as much as she was. Not needing any more encouragement, Sabine began to fumble with the fasteners on Ezra's jacket. 


Ezra suddenly pulled away. "Wait..." he breathed, grabbing one of Sabine's hands to stop her. 


"What's wrong?" she asked with a slight frown. "Do you not want to...?"


"N-No, I do," Ezra said quickly. His eyes narrowed slightly, not quite looking at her. He pulled her hands down. "I just... It's not exactly pretty to look at."


Sabine opened her mouth with a silent 'oh'. While he hasn't said much about his time with Thrawn, from his nightmares and the way he moved at times, he had obviously been tortured. Repeatedly. 


"I don't care about scars," she said, keeping her voice light. "I have more of my fair share." She cradled Ezra's face. "If we're going to do this, I want to see you. All of you."


Ezra gave a slight shake of his head. "It's not the same," he mumbled, avoiding looking at her. "They just... never stopped."


Sabine gave him a soft chaste kiss. "It's alright... you're safe." One of her hands drifted down to his collar. "Let me see."


Ezra's gaze was still a little unfocused, his breathing hitching slightly when he felt her fingers against the skin of his neck. But then he bit his lip and gave the barest of nods.


Sabine went slowly. There were a series of fasteners along the side of his jacket, which she undid one by one. Once they were all loose, she pulled the edges of the jacket aside to reveal a dirty white undershirt. She gently pushed the jacket over and off his shoulders. Then Ezra pulls his arms out to let the jacket fall around his hips. 


Even with the undershirt still on, there was already more than enough evidence of Thrawn's abuse. Lightning-esque scars densely decorated Ezra's biceps and shoulders, evidence of repeated sessions in an Imperial interrogation chair. Dozens of long and thin scars crisscrossed his forearms... many of which appeared to be self-inflicted. 


With even this much out to bare, Ezra looked away and tried to cover his forearms with his hands. "I tried to tell you..."


"There's nothing wrong with you or with these," Sabine insisted, trailing her fingers over the lightning scars. He was obviously self-conscious about the ones on his forearms, so she stayed clear of those. "I meant what I said, I want to see all of you."


Ezra still looked unconvinced, keeping his gaze from her. 


With a small sigh, Sabine pulled back slightly. "You want me to show you mine?"


Ezra frowned as he glanced at her. "Yours?"


With a strained smile, Sabine got up. She kicked off her boots and took off her knee pads before unbuckling her pants and pulling them down. It was with some amusement that Ezra quickly looked away, his cheeks darkening and his eyes comically wide. She let out a soft chuckle as she pushed Ezra back slightly to re-situate herself on his lap. "My thighs," she said simply.


Initially, his head was still pointed away as his eyes wandered downward. Then his brow furrowed as he turned to fully look down at her scars. 


Sabine watched Ezra's reaction carefully. Of course she already knew what he was seeing: dozens of dark smooth lines over her pale skin. They had been inflicted by a sharp razor years ago, but they hadn't faded much since then. Ezra's eyes were narrowed slightly with confusion. Then he slowly let go of his arm to trace a finger over one of the larger cuts, feeling the slight divot it made in her skin. 


"It was not long after my mother denounced me," Sabine quietly explained. "That hadn't been long after I learned the Duchess had been used it on other Mandalorians, on people that I knew... Well, to say I struggled to cope would be a bit of an understatement."


Ezra blinked as he met her gaze, his hand still on her thigh. She gave him a smile, encouraged when he gave the slightest of smiles back. 


"See? You got nothing to hide."


Ezra's smile widened further, his hand pressing against her skin with more surety. "I guess not." Then he reached up to pull her in for another kiss.


And just like that, their scars were forgotten. 


End Notes
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It's a beautiful night on the search for Ezra and Sabine gets emotional
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"Hey Ez", Sabine chuckeled at her own stupidity for sitting here in the night full of stars, talking to them.


"Just letting you know that Ahsoka and I have left Kashyyyk and are now for fuel and repairs on a planet which's name i couldnt even pronounce if i tried", she chuckeled again.


"Uhh... We met Rex, and he joined the searching party. We will keep searching for you... And Thrawn of course", she closed her eyes, trying to stay strong.


"I know you're out there somewhere, and i will never stop searching until i find your stupid ass, just so you know!", she informed him, hoping so much he would be able hear her, even though she knew that was highly unlikely.


"I hope you're okay. I just... I really miss you", a single tear rolled down her cheek.


"And wherever you are, i hope you know that" Kriff, she never was this emotional! What was going on with her? Controll yourself!, she thought.


"I hope we'll find you soon, so you can meet Jacen, he actually reminds me of you when you were younger", a small laugh escaped her mouth as she still tried to hold back the tears that now were rolling down her whole face.


"Hera has told him so much about you, and he would really love to meet you", she looked deeper into the sky.


"So please", she said, almost sobbing, "give me a lead or something, just anything that will help me find you!", she wasnt even trying to hold the tears back anymore, so she silently cried into the darkness.


Then suddenly, Ahsoka's voice appeared behind her back: "Sabine! Come, you'll want to see this! We've got a lead on Ezra's whereabouts!"


 


Her face lighted up: "Really? That's great! I'll be there in a second!" She got up and, for a moment, looked at the stars again "Thank you", she whispered into the night.


End Notes
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Summary


Ezra Bridger and Sabine Wren accidentally leave their daughter behind on a failed mission to retrieve kyber crystals from an Imperial remnant.


Lucky for them, Hondo Ohnaka was right behind them, wanting the crystals for himself. So he takes their daughter in as a member of his crew until he can find her parents.


Notes
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Lost and Found
Chapter Summary


Sabine and Ezra arrive at the Imperial transport for their mission and their daughter is lured off of the ship by a kyber crystal calling to her through the Force.


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
It had been awhile since Ezra and Sabine had been on a mission together like this. Once the Empire was defeated and Sabine had found Ezra in the unknown regions their lives had been fairly quiet and peaceful. But the Empire was still active, and after how hard they fought and how much they sacrificed in the Rebellion to stop them, they were going to do everything they could to keep them from making a comeback. So when Leia Organa asked them to go on a mission to stop an Imperial cell, they accepted it without question.


“So the Empire’s trying to steal kyber crystals again?” Ezra asks while cleaning out a blaster. 


“Yep. They’re not as much of a threat as they used to be but we don’t want them getting any stronger.” Sabine says as she checks to see how close they were to their destination.


They were currently in hyperspace on-board The Gauntlet, on their way to intercept with an Imperial transport that had kyber crystals on board.


“So we need to stop them before they can get their hands on these crystals and build another weapon like the Death Star with them.” Sabine explains.


“Whoa, how many crystals are on this transport?” Ezra asks. 


“Not that many.” Sabine clarifies. “But there’s enough of them to make Leia worried enough to ask us to go take care of it. After all, this is a job for a Jedi and her brother is busy with his students.” 


“Ah so out of all the Jedi in the galaxy she picked me to go on this mission?” Ezra asks. 


“It’s not like there were many to choose from.” Sabine says, taking her husband’s ego down a notch.


Ezra scoffs and playfully kicks Sabine in the shin and she laughs as he finishes cleaning his wife’s blasters.


“So now what?” Ezra asks. 


“Well I was going to clean out my blasters but it looks like someone just did that for me.” Sabine says and stands up from the pilot’s chair.


“Oh, well would you look at that, it appears someone did.” Ezra says with a smile as she walks over to him. 


“And I can’t think of anything else to do before we leave hyperspace.” Sabine says and smiles at him.


“Oh my, however will you find some way to kill the time?” Ezra asks, taking her hand and pulling her closer. 


“I don’t know. But the two of us being on a mission to fight Imps is making me feel nostalgic.” Sabine says and Ezra smirks. 


“Well if you want to relive the good ole’ days, how about we do one of those fun things we used to do on here after you found me.” Ezra suggests. 


Sabine gasps as Ezra suddenly pulls her so she’s sitting on his lap with her legs hanging off of the side of his chair and kisses her. 


They softly make out for awhile before breaking to catch their breath.


“How long has it been since we’ve done this?” Ezra says, causing Sabine’s cheeks to color.


“Oh Ez, it’s been forever since we’ve done anything like this on the ship.” Sabine says, moving her hands from his hair down to his chest. “In fact, I’m pretty sure the last time we did was how we ended up with-“


“Mommy! Daddy!” A little girl’s voice shouts as the doors to the cockpit open. 


“Mira.” Sabine says, smiling at her seven year old daughter as she makes her way over to them. 


Sabine gets off of Ezra’s lap and picks Mira up in her arms. 


“I thought you were asleep ad’ika.” Sabine says running her hand through one of the two ponytails her daughter’s hair was in. 


“I was but then I woke up and followed Jabba here.” Mira explains and points to the loth-cat scratching behind his ear in the doorway. “Why were you and daddy talking about crystals?” 


“Because some bad people took special crystals that the Jedi use for their lightsabers. So your father and I are going to take them back.” Sabine explains to her daughter. 


“Why are they special?” Mira asks. 


“I can tell you.” Ezra says and pulls out his lightsaber. 


Mira was Force sensitive like her father, and Ezra had begun to teach her some Jedi things like meditation and levitating some objects that was appropriate for her age. 


Sabine places Mira on Ezra’s lap and she immediately looks at her father with bright curious eyes as he opens up his lightsaber and takes the crystal out of it. 


“This is what powers my lightsaber.” He tells her and places the crystal in her small hands. 


“Whoa…it’s so pretty. Why do the bad guys want pretty things like this?” Mira asks. 


Sabine and Ezra can’t help but smile endearingly at their daughter’s innocent question. 


“Because they’re not just pretty. They’re powerful too.” Ezra explains. “That’s why Jedi use them to power their lightsabers. And the bad people want to use that power for bad things.”


“Oh no!” Mira exclaims. 


“Don’t worry ad’ika.” Sabine says, placing one hand on the back of Ezra’s chair and he places his hand over hers. 


“Your father and I are going to stop them. And we’re going to give the crystals to Luke Skywalker so he can give them to his students training at his Jedi school.” Sabine explains.


Mira stares at the glowing green crystal in her hands curiously. 


“I’m learning to be a Jedi too. Can you bring me back a crystal daddy?” Mira asks, looking at her father with her best puppy eyes. 


That was another trait she had gotten from him. And poor Sabine had caved many a time to both her daughter and husband's whims because of it. 


Ezra simply chuckles, his eyes twinkling as he looks at his daughter before taking his crystal back and returning it to his lightsaber. 


“Kyber crystals are special. I can’t just give you one. You have to find it yourself.” Ezra explains.


“But how do you find one?” She whines. 


“By listening to the Force.” Ezra tells her. “It will guide you to the crystal you’re meant to have.” 


“Ba’buir (grandma) says I’m meant to have the the darksaber. So would my crystal be in there?” Mira asks and Sabine sighs.


She wasn’t a fan of the pressure her remaining clan was putting on her daughter to be the next Tarre Vizsla just because her father was a Jedi. She and Ezra had already agreed to raise her to be a Mandalorian Jedi, but neither of them wanted her to feel like she had to live up to everyone’s expectations of what that would be. Especially since she was only a child, and Sabine and Ezra wanted to let her be one for as long as they could. 


“Well ba’buir doesn’t know how the Force works. Not as much as your dad.” Ezra says, taking out his saber and lighting it up, watching how his daughter’s eyes light up with it as she stares at the lime green glow before her in awe. “Your crystal will find you when you’re ready to find it.” 


“Wait does this mean I won’t be able to pick the color?” Mira asks. 


“Nope. The Force will pick it for you.” Ezra tells her while turning the saber off and clipping it back onto his belt.  


“Awww. That’s no fair.” Mira says, crossing her arms and pouting. 


Sabine and Ezra chuckle at their daughter and Ezra scoops her up in his arms and presses a big kiss to her cheek, causing her to squeal from the feel of her father’s beard against her face. 


“Daddy! Stop it! Your face tickles!” Mira squeals. 


“Funny, your mother says the same thing.”  Ezra says and smirks at Sabine. 


The Mandalorian laughs. 


“Yes. It does tickle.” She says and cups his hairy cheek in her hand. “But that never stopped me from enjoying his kisses.” Sabine says and places her lips to his. 


“Mommy?” Mira says to Sabine once she parts her lips from Ezra’s. “Can I please come on the mission with you and daddy?”


Sabine and Ezra look at each other and share a laugh before looking back at their daughter. 


“Sorry ad’ika.” Sabine says “You’re too young.” 


“But you guys said you were getting a lot of crystals? What if one of them is mine?” Mira asks. 


Sabine looks to Ezra to answer that question. 


“Well, if you sense a crystal then you can have it.” Ezra says. 


“Yay!” Mira cheers and throws her arms around her father’s neck, hugging him tight. “Thank you so much daddy! I can’t wait to have my very own crystal!” 


Sabine and Ezra share a warm smile before the auto pilot beeps and they get serious. 


“Okay, we’re dropping out of hyper-space soon.We need to get ready.” Sabine says.


Ezra picks up Mira in his arms and Sabine places her forehead against her daughter's in a keldabe kiss.


“Ni kar'tayl gar darasuum (I love you) Mira.” Sabine says. 


“Ni kar'tayl gar darasuum buir (I love you mother).” Mira replies before her father carries her down into the hull before placing her at the rear gunner’s seat. 


“Mira, you’re going to stay right here. Don’t leave until either your mom or I comes and gets you okay?” Ezra instructs her. 


“Okay daddy.” Mira says with cheerful obedience as she makes herself comfortable on the gunner’s chair. 


From the window, he could already see the storm troopers firing on them as Sabine landed their ship in the cargo bay. But there weren’t many. So this should be quick.


“I love you Mira.” Ezra says and gives his daughter a quick, loving kiss on her cheek. 


“I love you too daddy.” Mira says and kisses her father back on the cheek before her father leaves to join her mother by the entrance ramp. 


“Ready to give those imps hell?” Ezra asks her. 


“Always.” Sabine answers. 


Ezra wraps his arm around her waist and pulls her in for a quick kiss.


“I love you.” Ezra says to her after their kiss.


“I love you too.” Sabine replies before she slips her helmet on and the two of them leave the ship and begin to fight. 


Mira watches with rapt attention from the window as her parents fight the storm troopers. They were an unstoppable duo, completely in-sync with each other, like two halves of a whole. And Mira bounces in her seat with excitement as she thinks about joining them in battle one day once she's older. But she was also feeling something else. A familiar pull that she’s felt before during her lessons with her father. It was the Force. 


“What’s out there?” Mira asks to herself and peers outside the window. 


She concentrates as best she can on the Force and determines that whatever she’s sensing is by the crates. 


As she climbs down from the gunner’s seat and heads towards the open door of the ship, she’s stopped by the family pet.


Jabba growls and gets in front of her, blocking her way to leave the ship. 


“Jabba, I know mom and dad told me to stay up here but I feel something! And daddy told me to always listen to the Force and it’s telling me to get closer!” Mira explains. 


She closes her eyes and concentrates on the Force again.


“Can you feel it Jabba?” Mira asks the loth-cat who looks at her in confusion. “I can sense it! It's a crystal! There’s one nearby and it’s calling for me through the Force!” Mira cheers. 


Jabba looks confused until Mira takes off, running past him down the ship’s ramp towards the crates. 


He meows after her but seeing as he’s only a loth-cat there’s not much else he can do aside from hope Mira gets back to the ship in time. 


Since the stormtroopers and her parents were distracted fighting each other, no one noticed her make her way over to the crates containing the crystals. Not even when she was behind two storm troopers who were taking cover behind them.


“A Mandalorian and a Jedi working together?” One trooper asks his comrade that he was taking cover with. “I thought their people hated each other.” 


“The Jedi is obviously here for the kyber crystals.” His comrade replies. “And these crates we’re keeping them in are made out of beskar. So the Mandalorian is probably here for that. I’m surprised they’re working so well together though.” 


“Yeah…It definitely seems like they’ve worked together before. You think they might be a couple?” The trooper asks. 


“A couple!” His comrade replies, laughing. “Yeah sure! Maybe they even have a little Mando Jedi kid tucked away on their ship!” 


The sound of a child’s laughter causes them to turn around to see said child. 


"Who's kid is this?" One of them asks. 


"I don't know but it's clear they shouldn't be here so let's arrest them." The trooper says. 


Mira turns and runs as the troopers get up. But she doesn't go too far before turning around to watch them both fall over onto the ground as soon as they try to run after her. 


"What the-" One of them exclaims as he lifts up his leg to see his handcuffs attached to both his and his partner's ankles. 


And his partner's pair was handcuffed to their wrists. 


Their blasters slide across the floor before stopping in front of Mira who picks one up, sets it to stun and stuns both troopers, just like her mother taught her how. 


Thens she climbs over their unconscious bodies and sits in front of one of the crates.


“It’s in here…I can feel it.” Mira says with her eyes closed as she presses her hand against the crate. “And this metal feels like mommy’s armor. So they weren’t lying. It really is beskar.” 


 Ironically, the crates that were made out of beskar used by the Mandalorians, contained the crystals used by the Jedi, their sworn enemies. So who better than the child of a Mandalorian and a Jedi, who had the ability to manipulate objects in the Force, and was familiar with the metal to be able to concentrate on the mechanics of the lock to open it.


Meanwhile, what was supposed to be an easy job for Sabine and Ezra was starting to get a lot harder. The stormtroopers themselves weren’t an issue but Sabine tapped into their comm channel and overheard that another ship had just come out of hyperspace which prompted the Imps to call for backup. 


Sabine was beginning to feel nervous. They still had more troopers to fight through and backup was on the way. Even if they finished off the troopers here, they could be overrun by their reinforcements before they had a chance to load the crystals on-board their ship. As Sabine takes cover behind some crates, thinking about their options, something happens that pushes the option of retreating to the forefront.  


“Ah!” Ezra exclaims, holding his shoulder as he takes cover behind a crate. 


“Ezra!” Sabine shouts, concerned for her husband. 


“I’m fine!” Ezra shouts back to her, hearing the concern in her voice and sensing her fear through the Force. “One of them managed to get a lucky hit but it just scratched me!” 


Sabine was relieved that it wasn't serious. But it did nothing to ease her worry because he was still hurt and the next shot could be more damaging. And with such a slim chance of success at this point, it wasn’t worth the risk. 


“Ezra! We have to get out of here!” Sabine orders. 


“What about our mission!” Ezra argues. “We can’t let the Empire get these crystals!” 


“They’ll get us and the crystals if we don’t leave now!” Sabine shouts back at him. “It’s not worth it! Especially since our daughter is at risk too!” 


As soon as Sabine mentions their daughter, any stubbornness and determination that Ezra harbored to finish their fight left him. It wasn’t like the old days where they could risk their lives because they had nothing to lose. They had a child who needed them. And they were both separated from their parents because of the Empire. They weren’t about to let their daughter lose them too. They would always have to put her above the mission. 


“Make a run for it! I’ll cover you!” Ezra calls to her before getting up from behind the crates, drawing attention to himself and deflecting blaster bolts to cover his wife’s retreat.


He slowly backs up towards the ship, and once he could sense Sabine had made it safely inside The Gauntlet, he uses the Force to push back the closest troopers that were firing at him before running inside the ship after her. 


With a satisfying click, Mira gets the crate unlocked! She lifts the cover and gasps at the sight of all of the colorful, glowing crystals before her.


“So pretty…” She says. 


Her eyes were sparkling as if the glow of the crystals was reflected in her eyes. 


But she needed to focus and find the one that was calling to her. And her instinct told her that it was the bright glow coming from underneath the top layer of crystals.  


So she digs around a bit until a brightly glowing blue crystal was unearthed and she gasps and her face lights up with joy as she plucks it from the pile. 


“My very own crystal!” Mira cheers and hops in place. “Mom and dad are gonna be so proud of-“


She turns around and to her horror, the Gauntlet takes off into hyperspace. Her parents were gone, and now she was all alone.


“Uh oh…” Mira says hoarsely as she begins to tear up.


“Well that’s one ship gone.” A storm trooper says.


Mira gasps and ducks back down behind the crate, not wanting to be spotted by the bad people in white armor that had tried to kill her parents. 


“Yeah but what about the other one?” Another trooper asks. 


At that moment blaster bolts are fired from a ship entering the transport and takes out some of the troopers. 


The ship that was firing makes it’s way into the cargo bay and the remaining troopers retreat, knowing that they didn’t stand a chance against a ship firing on them. 


Ironically enough, this ship’s name was The Last Chance. Very fitting, because it would be Mira's last chance to get off of this transport now that her parents had left her.


Mira, who had dared to peek from behind the crates to see the commotion, once again hid behind the crate as two people came out of the ship. 


“Oh ho ho! I smell profit! Lots and lots of profit!” Hondo shouts as he looks around the empty cargo bay. 


His uggnaut companion Melch says something to him as they make their way towards the crates of crystals.


“Don’t worry my friend, as you can see this plan worked perfectly! We waited until those people sent by the New Republic showed up and fought most of the storm troopers for us. And then we made our presence known, causing them to call for back up which would make our competitors retreat. So now we just have to get these crates on board and we’ll be gone before more troopers arri-“


Hondo stops his boastful monologue when he sees a scared child, Mira, sitting amongst his loot.


“But this was definitely not part of the plan.” Hondo says in bewilderment.


Melch starts squealing at the young girl. Irritated that she was getting in the way, causing her to cower in fear.


“Hold on there my friend.” Hondo tells Melch, pulling him away from the scared girl. “She’s only a child. She cannot harm or hinder our plans. Hello there small child! I have no idea what someone your age is doing on an Imperial transport but I do understand that all of these shiny objects must be very interesting to you! But they are mine not yours so, shoo!” Hondo says and waves his hands at her, gesturing for her to go away. 


“I-I don’t have anywhere else t-to go.” Mira replies softly, tearing up. 


“Nowhere else to go?” Hondo asks. “Nonsense! You’re a child! Surely your parents are around here somewhere.”


His heart breaks when he sees the girl’s bright blue eyes well up with tears and she begins to cry. 


“They came to get these crystals!” Mira explains and shows them the one she took out of the crate. “But I left the ship to get one and t-then they l-left without me!” She wails and Hondo and Melch look at each other again, cringing with guilt. “And now I-I’m all alone!” She sniffs before starting to cry again.


“There there little one.” Hondo says and kneels closer to her and comfortingly pats her head. “You’re not alone. I’m sure they’ll come back soon.” He lies. “In the meantime, why don’t you give me the keys to the crates and then I’ll take them aboard my ship for safe keeping until your parents return?” He asks the girl deceitfully. 


“I don’t have the keys.” Mira says and sniffles. 


“What?” Hondo asks.


Both he and Melch look at the girl in confusion before looking at the crystal in her hands. 


“So was this crystal outside of the crate when you found it?” Hondo asks. 


“No. I opened the crate to get it then locked it again.” Mira explains. 


Hondo studies the metal on the crate, and his eyes go wide when he realizes what it’s made out of. 


“But this crate is made out of beskar! The strongest metal in the galaxy! There’s no way anyone much less a child could break the lock, How did you get it open if you don’t have the keys?” Hondo asks. 


“That’s none of your business!” Mira shouts at him before crying again. 


Melch tugs on Hondo’s sleeve, reminding him that they needed to get moving because the reinforcements would be coming soon. Which meant they didn’t have any time to look for the keys to the crates. And since they were made out of beskar, they’d be impossible for anyone to break into! Well, anyone except for this young girl apparently. And since her parents were nowhere to be found, then the choice couldn’t have been more obvious. 


“Don’t cry little one.” He says soothingly to the child. “Hondo Ohnaka, the greatest pirate in the galaxy is here to take care of you now!” 


“Huh?” Mira asks, confused. “You’re taking me with you?”


Melch asks him the same question.


“Of course I am! More Imperials are coming soon, I’m not just going to leave a defenseless child here to get captured by them! My business associates may say otherwise but I am not that cruel!” Hondo says. 


“B-but w-what about my m-mommy and d-daddy?” Mira sniffles. “How will I find them?” 


“Don’t you worry about that small one. Hondo will find them for you!” Hondo promises. 


“You will?” Mira asks, perking up at the thought of finding her parents.


Melch again asks him the same question, in shock of how kind Hondo was being to the child. 


“Yes I will!” Hondo declares. 


“Thank you!” Mira shouts and throws her arms around the pirate and hugs him tight.


Hondo was surprised by the sudden affection but hugs her back anyway. 


“You’re welcome little one.” Hondo gently pats the girl on the back before setting her on the ground. “What is your name?” 


“Uh…M-!” Mira says then stops, remembering what her dad told her about never telling her real name to strangers. “Jabba! My name’s Jabba!” 


“Huh, I think I’ve heard that name somewhere before…It must be a common one! Nice to meet you Jabba! My name is Hondo! Hondo Ohnaka. And this is my partner Melch.” Hondo says and gestures to his uggnaut companion. “Now young one, why don’t you help me get this valuable cargo onto my ship?” Hondo asks.


“Okay!” Mira agrees. “We can give them to my mom and dad when we find them! They’ll be so proud of me for completing their mission for them!” 


“Oh I’m sure they will!” Hondo says and ruffles her hair and hugs her. 


Melch squeals in shock from Hondo deciding to give the crystals away before Hondo continues. 


“After all, without the keys it seems like you’re the only one who can open these crates. No one would be able to get to the crystals without you.” Hondo says and winks at Melch from over Mira’s shoulder. 


Melch smirks, now understanding why they were taking the kid with them and winks back. 


Chapter End Notes


This chapter was very sabezra-centric I guess, but the next one is going to be very Hondo-centric with some sabezra in the beginning so I think that'll balance it out lol. And then the third chapter should have an even amount of both.


Who can you trust?
Chapter Summary


Hondo takes Mira and Melch to a cantina where Mira learns an important lesson about trust.


Chapter Notes


Okay so we're starting out with Sabezra in this fic but then the rest is Hondo shenanigans!


Once they were in hyper space Sabine could finally relax, knowing that her family had escaped the Empire unscathed. Well, almost unscathed. She reminds herself as she looks at her husband rubbing his injured shoulder. 


So she puts the ship on autopilot and marches right up to him and begins to unzip his jacket. 


“Whoa Sabine!” Ezra says in surprise of his wife’s bold actions. “I thought this was only something we did after successful missions. But if you still need to work off some adrenaline,” he says while placing his hands on her hips “and you want to make an exception this time, I certainly won’t mind breaking tradition-“ 


She breaks off his sentence by giving him a light smack upside the head. 


“I’m just trying to take a look at that blaster wound on your shoulder, not fool around with you!” She explains to him. “You’re such a pig sometimes.” 


“Hey, my wife just came up to me and started taking my clothes off, what else was I supposed to think that meant?” Ezra defends and removes his jacket. 


“Fair enough.” Sabine says. “And if that’s the first thing your mind went to, then I guess that means your shoulder doesn’t hurt?” 


“I barely feel it.” Ezra says and takes his shirt off with ease.  


Once his shirt was off Ezra smirks, noticing that his wife’s eyes roaming over his bare torso instead of where they should be.


“Hey honey, the wound’s up here.” Ezra teases, pointing to his shoulder. 


“I know and that’s where I’m looking!” Sabine lies and lightly hits him in the chest while avoiding his gaze as she inspects his shoulder to hide how flustered she was that he caught her ogling him.


After inspecting his shoulder she lets out a sigh of relief. 


“Okay you were right. It’s not that bad.” Sabine says. 


“See, just like I told you.” Ezra reminds her. “I bet if I showed Mira she’d just give it some kisses and I’d feel all better.” Ezra says. 


“I bet that would do the trick.” Sabine says.


Ezra turns to leave before stopping and turning around to face his wife again with a mischievous look on his face. 


“Or maybe…” Ezra starts and Sabine arches an eyebrow as Ezra puts his hands back on her hips. 


She bites her lip to hold back a giggle as she awaits his attempt at seduction. 


“Since I’m already shirtless and it’s after a mission…you could make it better?” Ezra asks and Sabine can’t help but smirk from her husband’s bold request and run her hands up his chest to rest on his shoulders.


“Oh no that’s only after successful missions remember?” Sabine playfully reminds him and Ezra rolls his eyes in annoyance. “Thanks for reminding me. You know how we Mandalorians are about following tradition.” 


“Says the Mandalorian who married a Jedi.” Ezra reminds her pulls her closer. 


Sabine smiles at his clever comeback as he crosses his nose with hers. 


“Well, not all traditions have to be followed so…strictly.” Sabine says and Ezra smiles at her and they kiss. 


“I love you.” Ezra says after they pull apart. 


“I love you too.” Sabine says.


“I’ll go check on Mira.” Ezra says and leaves the cockpit. 


When Ezra came back a few minutes later, Sabine immediately noticed the scared expression on his face and her heart dropped to her stomach and her ears ring with worry. She knew what he was about to say even before he said it. 


“Ezra…where’s…” 


“She’s not on board.” Ezra chokes out and Sabine gasps and covers her mouth as tears begin to spill from her eyes. “We…left without her.” Ezra says, his voice shaking.


“We…left our daughter…on a ship swarming with Imps all by herself!” Sabine exclaims and nearly collapses from the shock but Ezra catches her in his arms and she leans against him for support. “Our daughter’s been captured by the Empire!” Sabine wails. 


“Hey we don’t know that for sure!” Ezra reminds her. 


He was panicking himself but thankfully his Jedi training had taught him how to keep his emotions in check so he could think rationally. He was just as terrified as his wife was right now, but both of them panicking would only hinder their chances of finding their daughter instead of helping. 


“She’s really good at hide and seek remember? She can manage to hide herself anywhere. They might not have found her yet!” Ezra theorizes, trying not to despair just yet. 


“I know but even if she’s hiding it’s only a matter of time before they do!” Sabine exclaims. “We’ve gotta go back for her!”


“Agreed!” Ezra says and they both take a seat and plot a course back to the transport.


When they exit hyperspace, they hang back to avoid detection. And it was a good thing they thought to do that too because the back up had arrived. 


“Okay, so there’s more of them now.” Sabine says, swallowing a lump in her throat. “But we need to get on that ship and get our daughter back so I don’t care how many Imps I have to-“


“No.” Ezra says and places his hand over hers on the controls. 


“No?” Sabine asks, shocked that Ezra would try to stop her. “What do you mean no! We need to rescue our daughter from the Empire!” 


“No we don’t. Because she’s not with the Empire.” Ezra says. “Sabine I don’t sense her here.”


Sabine furrows her brow in confusion, not understanding how her Jedi husband wouldn’t be able to sense their daughter in the last place they left her.


“Are you sure? I can bring us in closer and then you can try again-“ Sabine offers before she’s cut off by Ezra placing his hand over hers on the wheel. 


“Sabine, if you bring us in any closer they’ll spot us. If she was still on that transport or on any of these ships I’d be able to sense her from here. But I can’t.” Ezra explains in as calm a tone he can manage. 


“Okay…okay I guess that’s good.” Sabine says, relaxing a bit. 


“Yeah.” Ezra says, letting out a long exhale. “The Empire doesn’t have her.” 


“But if she’s not with the Empire then where is she?” Sabine asks. 


“Another round on me my friends!” Hondo shouts to everyone in the cantina and they all cheer back to him. 


Melch squeals something to him and Hondo replies. 


“Why am I being so generous you ask?” Hondo restates. “Well you see Melch, when the Empire took over, I lost not only my faithful pirate crew but I lost my fearsome reputation as well. And the Empire made it nearly impossible to get those things back! But now the Empire is gone and I just hit the biggest score of my life! So by coming to this cantina and buying drinks for everyone, I am advertising to them how successful I am! So then more people will want to work with us which means we could potentially make even more profit!” 


Melch squeals in delight and tucks into his food. 


“Do you really have enough credits to pay for everyone here? Including us?” Mira asks, looking at her bone broth and Melch’s stew that the uggnaut was hungrily devouring.


“Not at all!” Hondo says and Mira stares at him in confusion. “But instead of credits, I have something that will cover much more than the drinks!”


“What’s that?” Mira asks.


“A kyber crystal!” Hondo says. 


“You have one?” Mira asks. 


“No. But you do!” Hondo says and gestures to the glowing crystal in her hand. The one that she’d been holding onto since he found her. “We can pay with that one.”


“No we can’t.” Mira replies.


Hondo laughs. 


“What do you mean we can’t? Of course we can!” Hondo insists.


“No. We. Can’t.” Mira stresses. “This one is mine.”


“Well you can pick a different one for yourself when we get back to the ship.” Hondo offers.


“No. I can’t just pick a different one. That’s not how it works! This one wants me so I have to hold onto it.” Mira explains.


Melch and Hondo share a confused look before looking back at Mira.


“It wants to be with you? What are you talking about-“ Hondo starts before he feels a tap on his shoulder and turns to one of his old “business acquaintances”.


“Ah Azmorigan my old friend! I did not expect you to be here!” Hondo says and chuckles nervously. “Have you come to thank me for my generosity?” Hondo asks.


“In a way… I’m here to ask you about why you’re being so generous. You usually never are, unless you’ve scored big. And I’ve heard that you were after some pretty expensive cargo recently…” Azmorigan says. “And if you’re willing to pay for everyone here, then you must have gotten it.”


“And what does it matter to you whether I have it or not?” Hondo asks. 


“Because you’re still in debt to me after our last failed venture!” Azmorigan reminds him. “So if you’ve come into some money recently then I should be getting a cut of it!” 


“You can’t have any of it.” Mira says. 


"Who's the kid?" Azmorigan asks, confused. 


"None of your business." Hondo says simply.


“Okay, well kid why can't I get my fair cut of the wealth?” Azmorigan asks.


“Because it’s all going to my mommy and daddy.” Mira says.


Azmorigan laughs hysterically. 


“Hondo Ohnaka, giving away his loot to anyone willingly?” Azmorigan shouts. “That’s got to be the biggest lie I’ve heard all week!”


“Lie?” Mira asks, crestfallen to hear she may have placed her trust in the wrong person. “He’s a liar?”


“The biggest one in the galaxy.” Azmorigan says. 


“Come now Azmorigan!” Hondo shouts, looking nervously between him and Mira. 


He couldn’t afford to have this child turn against him. Even though he had three crates of kyber crystals that were worth more than her ransom, they were worth nothing if he couldn't open them!


“You know I don’t always lie. I just don’t always tell the whole truth.” Hondo says and flashes Mira a hopeful grin and she frowns. 


Oh no…this won’t be good for business! Hondo thinks. 


“Well it’s one thing to lie to get what you want from other criminals I guess but lying to an innocent child!” Azmorigan exclaims. 


Mira arches an eyebrow at him. It was obvious he was just pretending to be upset about Hondo lying to her in order to get her on his side so he could find out what was on their ship. If he works with Hondo a lot then he must be a liar too! 


“Speaking of the innocent child, who are her parents?” Azmorigan asks. 


“I don’t know. I just found her abandoned somewhere.” Hondo explains. 


“Where is somewhere?” Azmorigan inquires. 


“Somewhere I’m not telling you!” Hondo retorts. 


Mira giggles from his comeback and Hondo smiles, proud he was apparently winning her over again. 


“Why do you even care who her parents are?” Hondo asks. 


“Because something about her looks familiar!” Azmorigan replies. “I can’t be sure but I swear I’ve seen her eyes on someone else before.” 


Hondo turns to look at the child and frowns when he notices that Azmorigan was right. This child’s eyes were a familiar shade of blue. He has seen them before. But who would he have seen them on? He just couldn’t remember. 


Melch was stumped as well. But he didn’t have much more of a clue about the girl’s parentage than the others. 


“Well, I suppose it doesn’t matter.” Azmorigan says and shakes his head. “If she’s stuck here with you then clearly her parents are either dead or they’ve abandoned her.” 


Mira’s bottom lip trembles and her eyes begin to water.


“No! My mommy and daddy would never abandon me! They promised me they wouldn’t!” Mira argues. 


“So then where are your precious parents?” Azmorigan asks her. 


Mira’s confidence wavers as fear begins to settle in that this horrible man was telling the truth. 


“They left me…all alone.” Mira says.


“Yep. No one ever keeps their promises. Welcome to the real world kid.” Azmorigan says and Hondo frowns at him. 


“She is only a child, Azmorigan.” Hondo says in a serious tone that surprised Azmorigan and Melch. “She’s too young to be fully welcomed into the real world. At her age, she’s allowed to have hope. And it would be cruel to squander that. If her parents made her a promise then there’s good reason to believe that they will keep it.”


“And you seriously believe that this child’s parents will be able to find her in this huge Galaxy where they don’t even have the faintest clue of where you’ve taken her?” Azmorigan retorts. 


Mira feels a pit settle in her stomach. 


He’s right…how will they find me? Mom and dad left before they saw who was coming after them. They have no idea where I am. And I don’t think I can trust this pirate or his crew-mate to tell them who my parents are. Mira thinks to herself. 


“Stranger things have happened.” Hondo says and takes a drink. “I think I have plenty of information and connections to be able to find her parents.”


Suddenly a lightbulb goes off in Azmorigan’s head.


“Wait a minute. If you’re so certain that you can find her parents, then that means you must already know them. Which means your big score is sitting right in front of us.” Azmorigan says and gestures to Mira. “You’re either holding this kid for ransom or there’s a bounty on her head. But I don’t care which it is, either way it’s clear she’s worth a ton of credits which explains why you would ever drag a pathetic child along with you.”


“Pathetic? You’re the one begging a pirate for credits.” Mira insults and Hondo bursts out laughing.


Azmorigan growls at the child.


“You’re going to regret that you little brat! Maybe I’ll just take you from this washed up old pirate and take whatever credits you were worth for myself!” Azmorigan threatens. 


Mira notices a serving tray sitting on a ledge sticking out of the wall next to their booth. So with a discreet flick over her hand she brings it up to smack the sleazy alien in the back of the head. 


Azmorigan yelps in pain as the tray smacks him in the head. Mira laughs as he angrily turns around to address whoever hit him.


“What lowlife coward hit me with a tray!?” He yells and quickly regrets it when he notices three Devonarians sitting at the bar all glaring back at him.


“Well uh…obviously I didn’t mean you lowlife cowards…” Azmorigan laughs nervously and the Devonarians glare at him, now even more convinced that they had just been insulted by Azmorigan. 


It didn’t take long for chaos to erupt after that. 


The Devonarians threw Azmorigan into a wall, disrupting the other patrons at the Cantina who were then angered and started fighting them. That obviously disturbed other patrons and soon everyone was fighting each other. 


Except for Hondo, who was loving it. 


“Oh my! What irony! It appears the Force may have rewarded us for helping that child by smiting Azmorigan for us!” Hondo declares. 


Melch squeals in disagreement. 


“What do you mean ‘The Force doesn’t work like that’? I’ve known more Jedi than you so I think my understanding of it is a lot better than yours!” Hondo argues. 


“And Jabba! That insult was wonderful! I’m going to like having you around-“ Hondo starts then stops when he notices the girl is missing. 


“Where did she go?” Hondo asks Melch, sobering up instantly. 


Melch didn’t reply as he was too busy watching the fighting. Which meant that he probably didn’t see where the girl, and their potential profits slipped away from. 


“Melch, did you see where Jabba went?” Hondo asks again. 


Melch turns to him this time and squeals in surprise when he notices she’s missing.


“We need to go find her!” Hondo says. “Thankfully it seems like this fight poses a perfect distraction! That’s probably how she managed to get away in the first place.”


While dodging aggressive patrons and almost losing his hat and his head by a patron’s sword, Hondo and Melch make their way out of the cantina.


“Which way do you think she went?” Hondo asks Melch. 


Melch sniffs the ground before giving Hondo his answer and pointing. 


“Excellent my friend! Now let’s go get our crystal crate opener before anyone else gets her-I mean let’s get our child before anything bad happens to her!” Hondo says before they both run off. 


As Mira walks down the street alone, she can’t help but think about what her parents promised her. 


“How come your mommy and daddy aren’t alive anymore?” Mira asked as she looked at the photo of her father and his parents. 


“Because they were working to stop the Empire, so the bad people that worked for the Empire killed them.” Ezra said and put the picture down before tucking her into bed.


“And the Empire didn’t find you?” Mira asked.


“No. They didn’t.” Ezra said. “Because my parents left me so I wouldn’t be captured with them.”


“So they left you all alone?” Mira asked sadly. 


Sabine placed her hand on top of Ezra’s and squeezed it gently. He smiled at her before turning back to their daughter. 


“They did and I lived on my own for awhile before I met your mother and the rest of our family.” Ezra said.


“But mommy’s family is part of our family too.” Mira said. “How come they didn’t fight the Empire with you two on the Ghost?” 


Ezra gently squeezed Sabine’s hand and she gave him a small smile before turning back to their daughter. 


“Because the Empire forced them to leave me too.” Sabine explained. 


“So if both of your parents left you, does that mean you guys going to leave me alone one day?” Mira asked.


“No adi’ka.” Sabine said and cups her daughter’s cheek. “Your father and I fought to make this Galaxy safe so that we would never have to leave you like our parents left us.”


“We’ll never abandon you Mira, we promise.” Ezra said before he and his wife kissed their daughter goodnight. 


“Mommy, daddy, why did you leave without me? You promised…” She sniffles before sitting by a crate. “How will I find you?”


“Jabba! There you are!” Hondo exclaims. 


Mira picks her head up and fear erupts in her when she sees these two untrustworthy people come towards her.


“Stay back!” Mira warns and pulls out a blaster and points it at them.


“Whoa! Okay now let’s not do anything rash little one.” Hondo says, urging the child to calm down. “Wait a minute isn’t that my blaster?” 


“Yeah I took it from you.” Mira boasts.


“Ha! Then I don’t have to worry about you shooting me then because I always leave that one unloaded for situations like this!” Hondo explains.


“I know. It felt too light to be full. Which is why I also took the ammo you keep in your left pocket.” Mira explains and Hondo’s smile falls. 


He pats his left pocket and to his amazement finds that the ammo had in-fact been taken from him. 


“Incredible…” He says. “Where did you learn to do that Jabba?” 


“I can’t tell you! I don’t trust you!” Mira retorts and Hondo laughs. 


“Oh come on now Jabba do you really believe that ugly old man?” Hondo asks. 


“Yes.” She replies. “I know when someone is lying.” 


“Okay then, yes it is true that I betray most people I know-“ Hondo starts until Melch interjects. “Yes, yes, even you countless times Melch. And I have already apologized!”


Melch crosses his arms and says something along the lines of “not enough.”


“But while I may be ruthless to my business partners, I would never do such a thing to a child.” Hondo says and wipes a tear off of Mira’s cheek with his thumb. 


And when Mira looks at him, she can see the kindness in his eyes. But she still had a feeling there was an ulterior motive behind that kindness.


“If I was just as cruel as my acquaintance suggested I was, then I would never have taken you with me off of that transport. The fact that I did, and that I came out here to find you, should be proof enough of that!” Hondo explains. 


“Or it’s proof that you only want to keep me around because my parents might pay a lot of credits to get me back!” Mira retorts.


“Oh Jabba! Do you really think so lowly of me that you think I would only help someone if I got a reward from it?” Hondo asks in mock offense.


“Yes.” Mira says. 


“Well, I suppose you are not entirely wrong.” Hondo says.“And I wanted to compliment you on how impressive your pick-pocketing is!” Hondo compliments. 


“Huh?” Mira asks confused. “You’re happy I stole from you?”


“Oh Jabba I am honored!” Hondo says, taking off his hat briefly and holding it to his chest. “To be able to swindle something off of me, at such a young age is impressive! You’re a natural!”


“I wouldn’t say that.” Mira says. “My dad’s the one that taught me how to pickpocket.”


“Wait a minute…” Hondo says as something finally connects in his mind. “Your father taught you how to pickpocket?”


“Yeah. He made me swear not to tell mom though so when we find my parents don’t say anything.” Mira instructs. 


“Parents…” Hondo mutters and looks at the girl in front of him, studying her eyes.


Those eyes are definitely familiar from somewhere…and pickpocketing… He thinks to himself. 


Then he looks at the kyber crystal that she was still clutching in her hand, thinking a little deeper until Melch squeals to the kid.


“Whoa! Is that for me?” Mira asks and takes the tooka doll from Melch. “Thank you! I love it!” 


Hondo smiles as the girl gives her doll a squeeze.


“See, we are not such bad people.” Hondo says like his friend didn’t just steal that doll for the kid. 


“No I guess not. You guys are being really nice to me. I guess I could travel with you until you find my parents.” Mira decides. 


“That’s the spirit!” Hondo cheers, lifting her up in the air while she laughs. “Now let’s get back to the ship to continue our adventures!” 


Azmorigan stumbled out of the cantina, bruised and practically broken. He had an ice pack on his head but it wasn’t helping much. 


He bumps into two people while walking down an alley and gets even more irritated. 


“Ugh, watch where you’re going you-“ Azmorigan starts then freezes when he sees a man standing before him in an Imperial uniform with two storm troopers on each side of him. 


“The Empire!” Azmorigan exclaims. “I thought the Rebels defeated you. The New Republic is in control of the galaxy now. You have no power over me now!” 


The General chuckles.


“These troopers with their blasters aimed and ready to fire on you whenever I give my signal to do so say otherwise.” The General says. 


Azmorigan gulps in fear.


“Now tell me everything you know about this pirate.” He demands. 


“Oh! Of course!” Azmorigan says. “Here’s everything I know!” 


Shanties and Sorrow
Chapter Summary


Hondo attempts to cure Mira's homesickness by singing a space shanty to her and telling her a story about a Jedi that unbeknownst to him, she's already very familiar with. However, that only helps her temporarily, as they soon find themselves in a very dangerous situation.


Chapter Notes


Hey guys! Sorry this chapter is so late. I had a hard time finding the motivation to work on this piece! But I finally got around to finishing this chapter (and sacrificing sleep last night in order to that). So I hope you enjoy it and I'll hopefully have chapter four done and posted soon!


See the end of the chapter for more notes
“Alright Jabba, here’s a place for you to sleep.” Hondo says and places her on a small crate that had been fitted into a bed with pillows and blankets. “Thank Melch for putting it together for you.”


“Thank you Melch.” Mira says politely. “It’s very comfy.”


The uggnaut grunts “you’re welcome” in return. 


Even though they both knew the child couldn’t stay with them for long, Hondo and Melch couldn’t help but feel attached to their newest crew member.


Hondo did love children after all. He never wanted to have one of his own though. That was too much responsibility and he could never stay in a steady relationship long enough for one. But taking care of any stray kids that he may come across on his jobs was more than enough to fill the void. 


But sometimes he wished the kids he came across could stay longer. Especially the Jedi kids. Those kids were so intuitive and powerful. They would make wonderful crew mates! Extremely helpful on missions with their abilities. 


It’s not like Melch wasn’t good company or anything. But Jedi tended to smell better, and they were more competent. 


And speaking of Jedi, Hondo was beginning to become suspicious of how Jabba managed to obtain that blue kyber crystal she treasured so much. It reminded him of the time he tried to steal kyber crystals from Jedi younglings. They refused to hand over their crystals because they were special and used to craft their lightsabers. 


But Jabba did not have a lightsaber, nor did she seem keen to make one so she probably wasn’t a Jedi. But if she wasn’t a Jedi then why did she feel so attached to this crystal?


Mira opens her fist and inspects the blue crystal in her hand and Hondo does the same, debating how to ask her to hand it over to him and get her to open the other crates so he could get to the crystals inside. 


“So Jabba, do you want to put that crystal back in the crate with the others?” Hondo asks. 


“No.” Mira says simply.


“No? Why not? I think you’d want to keep it there so you don’t lose it.” He presses.


“No. I want to keep it with me. It’s mine.” Mira presses back. “And I’m sure I won’t lose it.”


“Very well then.” Hondo says, staring quizzically at the girl. “You may keep it. Sleep tight.” 


Melch follows Hondo out of the cargo hold and into the cockpit of the ship and asks him why he let Mira keep the crystal.


“Because my friend, we have three crates filled with crystals. Each one is worth a fortune! And now we will have more fortunes than we can count! She can hold onto one. That’s not such a big deal. Besides, we can profit from her now too. I’m sure whoever her parents are, they will pay a pretty price to get their little one back.” Hondo explains.


Melch squeals in outrage that Hondo would hold Mira for ransom. 


"Ransom!" Hondo exclaims and holds his hand over his chest in mock offense. "Oh my friend I would NEVER do such a thing! I just think that Jabba's parents should pay a reasonable fee for the child care I've been providing for their little one. So this venture has been even more profitable for us than we thought! Once we can…get her to actually open the crates for us it will be anyway.” 


Hondo sighs and paces the cockpit. 


“If only I could figure out how she did it!” Hondo exclaims. “Those crates are made out of pure beskar, the strongest metal in the galaxy! And she’s only a child! How could she possibly have the strength to open those herself!” 


Melch suggests a theory. 


“Yes I did consider the fact that she could be Force sensitive. But could a Jedi youngling open up a crate made out of pure beskar?!?.” Hondo exclaims. “That seems like something that would be too powerful for such a young one. Perhaps she’s just very good at picking locks?” 


“I am!” Mira exclaims as the sliding doors to the cockpit open. 


Melch and Hondo scream, not expecting her to interrupt them.


“Jabba! How did you get that door open? It was locked!” Hondo shouts. 


“I picked it!” Mira says and shows him the tools she used to pick the lock. 


Hondo looks from the tools back up to Mira. 


“Where did you learn how to do this?” He asks.


“My dad.” Mira says. 


“So your father taught you how to pick people’s pockets and locks?” Hondo asks.


“Yeah.” Mira says. 


“… Just who is this girl’s father?” Hondo whispers to Melch in a slightly scared tone. 


If Jabba’s father had taught her things like pick-pocketing and lock picking, then he must have some sort of criminal background. Which meant he could be dangerous if he had certain connections. Especially since Hondo owed a lot of criminals a lot of things. The chances of this profitable venture becoming very unprofitable were starting to grow. 


“Well uh…Melch and I were having a private conversation. You know, from one adult to another.” Hondo says. “And you're supposed to be asleep! So do you need something or-“


“I’m feeling homesick. So I need color sticks!” Mira exclaims. 


Hondo and Melch look confused. 


“Color sticks? Like the ones for drawing?” Hondo asks, trying to gather more information on why she would need these. 


“Yes!” Mira affirms for him. 


“How do they help you feel better?” Hondo asks. 


“They just do!” Mira snaps at him, clearly frustrated by all of these questions. “Now do you have them or not?” 


Thankfully, Hondo and Melch had some color sticks on board from when they drew their plans for the mission to get the kyber crystals. 


They watch as Mira draws various animals on a piece of paper. There was a tooka, a strange looking wolf, and a purrgil. And they were all very well drawn for a child her age. 


“Wow Mira these are all very well done.” Hondo notes. 


“Thank you.” Mira says and continues to add tendrils to the purrgil.


Melch squeals something to her. 


“I’m sorry Melch, I don’t know what that means.” Mira apologizes. 


“He’s asking you where you learned to draw.” Hondo translates. 


“Oh! My mom taught me! She told me that sketching helps her feel better when she’s upset. We do it together sometimes…” Mira says before her voice trails off and her hand that was drawing stills. 


Hondo and Melch lean in closer to her as she hangs her head down. And they listen closely until they hear small sniffles and realize she’s crying.


“What’s wrong little one? I thought you said doing this would make you happy?” Hondo asks.


“I know but I always do it with my mom and now she’s not here and I don’t know if I’ll ever see her again and I miss her and dad!” Mira exclaims and starts to cry. 


Hondo and Melch look between each other, trying to see if one of them knows how to get her to stop crying but neither of them can seem to figure it out. Until finally, Hondo gets an idea. 


“I know something that might help!” Hondo exclaims. “Back when I had a larger crew, we would sing songs to boost morale!”


Hondo picks the sniffling Mira up and holds her in his arms while she rubs the tears from her eyes. 


“Now…which song to choose…” Hondo ponders before looking at Mira’s paper and seeing the animal she drew. “Oh! I know the perfect one!” 


There once was a ship that flew through space
The name of the ship was the Billy of Grace
The star blew up, her bow dipped down
Oh blow, my bully boys, blow (huh)


Soon may the Wellerman come
To bring us sugar and tea and rum
One day, when the tonguing is done
We'll take our leave and go


She'd not been two weeks from port
When down on her a right purrgil bore
The captain called all hands and swore
He'd take that whale in tow (huh)


Soon may the Wellerman come
To bring us sugar and tea and rum
One day, when the tonguing is done
We'll take our leave and go


Before the ship had jumped to space 
The purrgil made a bout face!
All hands to the side, harpooned and fought her
When she dived down low (huh)


Soon may the Wellerman come
To bring us sugar and tea and rum
One day, when the tonguing is done
We'll take our leave and go


No line was cut, no purrgil was freed
The captain's mind was not of greed
And he belonged to the Purrgilman’s creed
She took that ship in tow (huh)


Soon may the Wellerman come
To bring us sugar and tea and rum
One day, when the tonguing is done
We'll take our leave and go


For forty days or even more 
The line went slack then tight once more
All ships were lost, there were only four
But still that purrgil did go (huh)


Soon may the Wellerman come
To bring us sugar and tea and rum
One day, when the tonguing is done
We'll take our leave and go


“Take it away Melch!” Hondo exclaims, pointing to the uggnaut. 


Melch “sings” the next verse in grunts and squeals, making Mira tilt her head in confusion. 


“Okay never mind you have a terrible singing voice. So I will continue!” Hondo declares. 


As far as I've heard, the fight's still on
The line's not cut, and the purrgil's not gone!


The Wellerman makes his regular call
To encourage the captain, crew and all (huh)


All three of them sang the chorus one more time:


Soon may the Wellerman come
To bring us sugar and tea and rum
One day, when the tonguing is done
We'll take our leave and go


Soon may the Wellerman come
To bring us sugar and tea and rum
One day, when the tonguing is done
We'll take our leave and go


Mira giggles.


“That was a fun song!” Mira says. “I like purrgils.” 


“Yes they are wonderful creatures aren’t they?” Hondo asks then his expression changes to one of sadness. “At least, I used to think so.”


“Why? Did something bad happen?” Mira asks Hondo. 


“No.” Hondo says, faking a small smile for the child. 


But when he looks into her eyes, he’s reminded of the reason for his sadness and his façade quickly falls. 


“Yes… I lost a dear friend of mine to a pod of purrgil.” Hondo says. 


“I’m so sorry for your loss.” Mira says. 


“It’s alright little one. It happened a long time ago! I’m totally over it now!” Hondo says. 


“You’re lying.” Mira says and Hondo smiles. 


“You’re a very intuitive child aren’t you?” Hondo comments and looks at the crystal in her hand. “You know you remind me a lot of him. He even had a kyber crystal too. Because he was a Jedi.” 


Mira’s eyes instantly light up at the mention of that and it warms Hondo’s heart. 


“You were friends with a Jedi?” She asks. 


“Yes! He was a fine warrior! And I saved his life many times!” Hondo boasts.


Melch squeals to him that the situation was actually the reverse but Hondo refuses to translate that to Mira. 


“Wow! That must have been amazing!” Mira exclaims. 


“Yes! It was! In fact, since you’ve met one of my business associates, that reminds me of the story of how we met. I could tell you the tale if you’d like-“


“Yes! I would!” Mira exclaims eagerly and Hondo laughs and sets her down on her bed. 


“Alright then! I’ll tell you the story of how I bravely secured weapons for the Rebellion and saved a Jedi’s life in the process!” Hondo says. 


“Wow.” Mira says, her eyes wide in fascination as Hondo finishes his story. “That was an amazing story!”


“Yes! And all of it true!” Hondo lies.


“Do you have more stories about your friend Lando?” Mira asks and Hondo smiles at her. 


This child was starting to grow on him more and more. Perhaps they could take their time finding her parents…he really wouldn’t mind having her stick around for awhile. 


“Yes I do! I could tell you about the time that I saved him and his crew from crashing on an Imperial transport in a storm while they were trying to secure proton bombs for the Rebellion! But you seem tired now…” Hondo says and Mira yawns. “So I think that means it’s time for bed.” 


She immediately snuggles in to go to bed as he tucks her in. 


Melch and Hondo both turn to leave to go to the cockpit. But before they do they hear Mira say:


“Thank you for making me happy.” 


Now how could that not warm someone’s heart?


“You’re welcome little one. Have sweet dreams.” Hondo says “Oh! And I forgot to mention, his name wasn’t actually Lando! That was a fake name he used. His real name was Ez…” he starts before noticing she was already asleep. 


He would tell her later then, he thinks before shutting the door.


Hondo and Melch were asleep in the cockpit until they were awoken by the ship being jostled. 


Upon waking up, Hondo immediately notices the shadow above them and can see the familiar underside of a Star Destroyer. And given what they had on board with them, they would not be getting off easy. 


“Quick Melch! We need to get out of here!” Hondo exclaims.


Melch squeals and tries to move the ship forward but finds that they can’t. They’re stuck in the tractor beam.


Hondo’s heart sinks as he realizes what was inevitable now. The Empire was going to get a hold of the kyber crystals! And…


“Jabba!” Hondo exclaims and stands up from his seat.


“We have to hide her!” Hondo exclaims and runs to the back of the ship with Melch.


But when the doors open, they find that the Imps had already boarded. Some terrifying looking sentry droids and a General, holding the little girl by the arm as she struggled to get away. 


Hondo knew in that moment that he had failed to secure his profits. But even more tragically he had failed to keep this child safe.


The droids took the crates off of Hondo’s ship and into the hangar, along with the three handcuffed crew members. 


“These don’t look like the sentry droids the Empire used to have.” Hondo notices. 


“That’s because they aren’t.” The General says. “They’re an improved version of them that are much more powerful. They’re called Dark Troopers.” 


Hondo glares at them and nudges Mira behind him slightly with his foot. 


“We received a tip from a business associate of yours that you had come across some valuable cargo and pointed out your ship to us to place a tracking device on it so we could intercept you.” The General says. 


“Azmorigan that double crossing-“ Hondo grumbles before being interrupted.


“Who are you and how did you come across this cargo?” The General asks.


“My esteemed General.” Hondo says formally. “We are the humble crew of a small trading company who were asked to pick up this cargo by our client.” 


“So you mean to tell me that an elderly weequay, an uggnaut and a human child  are the crew of a small trading company?” The General asks in disbelief. “A trading company that would sneak onto an Imperial transport to take its goods on behalf of a client that I’ll assume will remain nameless?” Hondo nods his head yes. “Sounds an awful lot like smuggling to me.” 


“Yes! It does doesn’t it! But it’s not.” Hondo tries to lie. 


The General rolls his eyes. 


“Just hand over the keys to the crates.” He requests. 


“Ah yes!” Hondo replies. “The keys! They’re beautiful keys! At least I think they are because I haven’t actually seen them myself.”


“So you don’t have the keys to the crates?” The General asks. 


“Um…no.” Hondo says. 


“Well if you do not possess the keys to these crates then you are of no use to me.” The General says. 


“Well hold on a minute there!” Hondo pleads. “We may not have the keys but we can get these crates open!” 


“And how do you plan on doing that?” The General asks.


“Well uh…” Hondo starts then stares at Mira. 


She looks back at him, confused. Hondo nudges her forward with his foot slightly. 


“Go on little one.” Hondo urges. “Open these crates for the man so his scary droids don’t open our heads!” 


“You mean to tell me that this brat can somehow open a locked crate made out of pure beskar?” The General asks. 


“Yes.” Hondo says softly in an unsure tone.  “Go on Jabba. Show the very powerful man how you opened those crates to get your crystal so he’ll be nice to us.”


“Get her own crystal?” The General asks with an arched eyebrow. “Child do you have a crystal on you?”


“Why do you care?” Mira rudely asks, making Hondo and Melch’s hearts clench in fear of her angering the General. 


"Because those crystals are the property of the Empire." The General says. 


"What Empire? The one that got defeated by a farmhand turned Jedi with fancy boots?" Mira asks sarcastically and the General sets his jaw. "You guys aren't an Empire you're a bunch of sore losers and no one takes you fools seriously anymore." Mira insults before Hondo covers her mouth with his hand. 


“Okay Jabba please don’t say such things!” Hondo urges, now fearing for his life. 


He looks back up at the General with a pleading expression.


“Kids. They just say the darnedest things don’t they!” Hondo says. 


The General’s expression remains unchanged. 


“We need to work on respecting our elders little one.” Hondo says and ruffles Mira’s hair. “Not that I’m saying you’re old! Although you do have gray hair-“


“Silence!” The General shouts and raises his hand for the dark troopers to step forward. 


Mira cowers in fear and the General smiles. 


“You claim the Empire is weak and yet these droids seem to make you afraid. What do you think of these droids child?” The General asks. 


“I don’t like them…” Mira says softly and hides behind Melch. “They’re scary.”


“Good. They should be.” The General says with a smirk. “But don’t worry dear child. As long as you and your…”


He was about to call them her parents but after looking at Melch and Hondo one more time and realizing that they weren’t even the same species as her, he realizes that it’s impossible for either of them to be her father.


“Whatever these two adults are to you cooperate, they will not harm you at all. I assure you.” The General says in a sweet tone. 


“Yeah right. I can tell when someone’s lying.” Mira retorts. 


The General seems taken back by how quickly the child went from scared to confident. 


“Okay now Jabba let’s not jump to conclusions here.” Hondo urges her, not wanting her to anger the man who could kill them at any moment. “We should at least give him the benefit of the doubt right?” 


“No! He’s lying! We know about the crystals and he doesn’t want other people to know about them. As soon as we get these crates open he’ll kill us.” Mira explains and The General clenches his fists in anger. 


How the hell does she know what I’m going to do!? He shouts in his mind.


“What…is…she?” The General growls at Hondo.


“I honestly cannot tell you.” Hondo says. “I’ve been asking myself that same question since I met her. She’s a very strange kid.” 


“Yes. With very strange adults to match.” The General insults. 


He raises his hand again and the Dark Troopers all take aim at the three crew mates.


“Oh come on now General. Surely you wouldn’t want to execute us in front of such a young, innocent child!” Hondo says and gestures to Mira.


The General looks upon the girl staring him down with her big blue eyes before turning back to the pirate.


“Yes. You’re right.” The General says with a smile. 


Hondo and Melch smile with relief. But it doesn’t last long. And is soon replaced with even more fear when the General says: 


“Kill the girl first.”


Chapter End Notes


Yes I did end this piece on a cliffhanger. But yeah, please tell me what you thought of the chapter!


I love the idea of "space shanties" being a thing in the Star Wars universe but I wasn't motivated to come up with one myself so I just edited the lyrics to Wellerman to make it about a purrgil hunting ship instead of a whaling ship lol. Let me know if I did a good job with that!


Also I'm too lazy to come up with a name for the General or describe his appearance so just imagine him however you want lol.


There was no sabezra in this chapter but there will be more in the final chapter! ;)


Revelations
Chapter Summary


Sabine and Ezra discover who's been caring for their child all of this time and Hondo discovers who "Jabba" really is.


Chapter Notes


Hey so this chapter ended up being really long so I split it into two parts! The final part will be coming soon! Enjoy part 1!


See the end of the chapter for more notes
If Hondo thought he was the most worried about Mira right now, he had no idea what her parents were going through. 


Back on the Gauntlet, Sabine worriedly paced the ship’s hold. Frustrated with the fact that the father of her missing child had done nothing but meditate since they discovered she wasn’t onboard the transport ship. 


“How can you just sit there while our daughter is MISSING!” Sabine exclaims. 


“As I’ve said for the tenth time now, I’m not just sitting here.” Ezra says, his tone slightly raised in annoyance. “I'm meditating to try to reach out to Mira through the Force to see if she’s okay wherever she is.” 


“Yeah but unless the midichlorians can tell you her coordinates, that still won’t help us find her!” Sabine shouts. 


“No but we’ll at least know if she’s alive and safe, and wouldn’t you at least want to know that?” Ezra asks. 


“I guess…” Sabine says softly before getting angry again. 


“But if she didn’t have your damn powers then she wouldn’t have run off the ship in the first place!” Sabine scolds him. "It's the Force's fault!"


“How is it the Force’s fault?” Ezra asks. 


“Because you said that she would sense when she’s near the crystal she’s supposed to have and we were surrounded by a bunch so one of them must have lured her off the ship!” Sabine argues. 


Ezra takes a moment to think of a way to argue against her without getting her angrier at him. Which was a very difficult thing to do. 


“Maybe.” He says and stands up. “Or she could have done what she’s done before and snuck out of the ship during the mission to see her mother, one of the strongest warriors in the galaxy, in action.” He compliments while wrapping his arms around her waist. 


She looks away from him before punching him in the chest, making him let go of her.


“Now is not the time to try to flirt your way out of trouble our daughter is missing!” Sabine shouts before tearing up again. 


“I know ‘bine I know.” Ezra says. “I wasn’t trying to do that.”


“Well you could’ve fooled me. How are you so calm right now?” Sabine asks, her voice a higher octave than normal on account of the sob that was creeping up her throat.


“Because I know that we’ll find her. And that if she’s anything like me, she’ll learn how to survive on her own pretty quickly.” Ezra says, looking at the ground. “After all, she’s the same age that I was when my parents got captured by the Empire and I was left on my own. If I could survive, then so can she.”


“Oh Ezra…” Sabine says sorrowfully. 


"When she was born I promised her that she'd never be alone like I was. That she'd always have her family with her." Ezra says, tearing up. "But now it looks like I've broken that promise." 


“But she’s not alone. You two are connected by the Force. No matter what you’ll always be with her, and she’ll always be with you even if you’re not together physically.” Sabine reminds him and Ezra tears up and kisses the top of her head. 


“Yeah. You’re right.” Ezra says. “And I was able to sense something from her.”


Sabine gasps and immediately snaps her head up to look at him. 


“And you’re only mentioning that now?!” She shouts and smacks him upside the head gently. “What is it?!”


“Wherever she is she’s probably somewhere safe. Because she feels content. Like she’s sound asleep.” Ezra tells her and Sabine let’s out a sigh of relief and hugs him tight.


“Thank goodness for your powers. I’m sorry I called them stupid. I’m so glad you both have them right now.” Sabine apologizes. “You’re sure she’s safe Ez?” 


“I’m absolutely certain of it ‘bine.” Ezra assures her. 


“This not safe at all!” Hondo shouts as he runs down the hall, holding Mira in his arms, shielding her from the blaster fire as the dark troopers shoot at them. 


Melch shouts something to Hondo as they run. 


“Yes I agree! That General is a monster for shooting at a child, but telling him that won’t make the dark troopers stop!” Hondo shouts back at him. 


Then he looks down at the drowsy child in his arms. 


“But somehow, she managed to do that.” Hondo says.


“Shoot the girl.” 


“No!” Hondo shouted and immediately turned to shield Mira only to find her holding her arms out on either side of her and breathing heavily. 


It was then he also realized that all of the dark troopers were frozen in place. And that could only mean one thing. 


“The Force…Jabba you’re a-“ Hondo started but the General finished. 


“Jedi.” He gasped. 


Hondo noticed she was getting tired and knew that meant she couldn’t keep them frozen in place for much longer. 


So he quickly scooped her up and made a run for it, punching The General in the face to get him out of the way so he and Melch can make it down the hall.


“After them!” The General ordered. “Kill those smugglers but don’t kill the child! Now that I know what she’s capable of, I need you to capture her alive.” The General ordered. 


“How do we get away from these murderous droids!” Hondo shouts. 


Melch squeals an answer back at him. 


“Jabba can’t use the Force again! She’s too tired!” Hondo explains to him. 


“Actually I’m feeling a little bit more awake now.” Mira says, rubbing her eyes. 


“Oh thank goodness! So you can use the Force again? We’re saved!” Hondo cheers and Melch squeals in excitement. 


“I can’t use it enough to stop them yet though.” Mira says, killing their enthusiasm. 


Melch squeals another suggestion as they continue to run.


“She doesn’t have a lightsaber either!” Hondo yells back. 


“Daddy does.” Mira mumbles quietly. 


“What was that?” Hondo asks before narrowly avoiding getting shot in the head. 


He heard what she said about her father having a lightsaber. But right now, the attacking dark troopers took priority over the implications of that. 


Melch makes his way over to a keypad on the wall and shuts the blaster doors. 


“Oh good thinking my friend!” Hondo praises as he sets Mira down. “Now they will not be able to-“


Hondo’s cut off by one of them punching the blast door and leaving a sizable dent.


“Get through!” Hondo exclaims in fear.


His fear only escalates when he looks around and notices Mira is nowhere to be seen! 


“Jabba! Where are you?” Hondo calls frantically. 


“In here!” Her voice calls out from somewhere.


Hondo looks around, unable to spot her until he notices her waving from behind the metal door of a vent. 


“How did you get up there-“ Hondo starts before suddenly everything clicks in his mind. 


Her eyes were the same color as his, her father taught her slight of hand, pick-pocketing, AND how to use the Force since she said her father has a lightsaber! And now her affinity for climbing in vents! There was only one explanation, but it was impossible! He was dead! Or at least presumed to be…Did he dare to hope?


“Ezra Bridger.” Hondo says.


Upon hearing her father’s name, Mira’s heart skips a beat. 


“Huh?” She asks, wanting to clarify that he truly did say her father’s name.


“You’re Ezra Bridger’s little girl aren’t you?” Hondo asks with a warm smile. 


Mira’s bright blue eyes light up in excitement and Hondo’s heart swells with joy as he realizes that the man he mourned for so long was not only alive, but clearly happy with a child of his own!


“Yes! That’s my daddy’s name!” Mira exclaims and opens up the vent door and falls into Hondo’s arms. 


“Yes! Ha ha! I knew I liked you!” Hondo exclaims and holds her in front of him while Mira giggles. 


Melch wipes a few tears from his eyes from the joy of the moment, until the dark troopers leave another dent in the doors, startling the happy trio. 


When the dark troopers finally broke through, they didn’t see anyone in front of them. They assumed they kept running down the hall and the trio watches from the vents as they march past them. 


“You know my dad?” Mira asks once the coast is clear. 


“Yes my little one I do! Oh your father and I go way back. I never let it show but I always worried about what became of him after he disappeared with the purrgils that day on Lothal.” Hondo explains.


Melch squeals that he’s lying about the “never let it show” part. Hondo glares at him before continuing. 


“I haven’t heard from him since! But since you’re here and from what you’ve said it sounds like your mother is alive and still with Ezra, it sounds like he’s doing well.” Hondo says and sniffles before wiping a tear from his eye. “Oh Jabba, thank you so much for coming into our lives so now we know our old friend is alright!” Hondo says. 


“You're welcome! Oh! And another thing. My name isn’t actually Jabba. My dad always told me to never tell my real name to strangers because they might be bad people. My real name is Mira.” Mira reveals. 


“Mira…using a fake name just like Ezra! You really are your father’s daughter!” Hondo exclaims and hugs her tight. “Now if we can just find a way to  contact your father, he will surely come to save us!” Hondo theorizes. “And as if luck would have it, here comes a means of delivering such a message.” 


The trio watches through the grate as an unsuspecting astromech droid rolls down the hallway. 


“But even if we use the droid… I still don’t know the comm channel for our ship…” Mira says. 


“Don’t worry about that! I saw the ship that left the Imperial transport I found you on was a Kom'rk class fighter. And now that I know it’s his, I know how to contact it! Your father is a good friend of mine. He told me that ship’s comm channel before he disappeared! And I have it stored right here!” Hondo cheers and taps a device on his wrist. 


“Okay then! I’ll hold the droid in place for as long as I can!” Mira says with determination.


“Good! And then Melch can disable it so it won’t attack us and then we’ll reboot it to send a message to your parents!” Hondo says. 


Mira focuses on the droid, holding her hand out to it. Once it stops moving, Melch squeals a battle cry and falls from the vent and lands on top of the astromech and quickly disables it before it can send a message. 


“Great work you two! Now let’s get a message out to them before those scary looking robots find us!” Hondo exclaims. “Oh Ezra is going to be so happy to see me again! And I’m sure I’ll charm your mother as well.” He says while swiping his finger on her nose, making her giggle. 


As soon as the light indicating that they had received a message came through on the comm channel of the Gauntlet, Sabine played the message, hoping it was someone they knew giving them news on the whereabouts of their daughter. So one could imagine her disappointment when she plays the message and sees the shady pirate her husband was fond of. 


“Ugh, Hondo!” Sabine exclaims and pinches the bridge of her nose. 


“Hondo?” Ezra asks coming into the cockpit. 


Sabine groans and rolls her eyes before glaring at her husband. 


“Yes. Hondo. Clogging up our comm channel that we need to keep open in order to hear about our daughter’s whereabouts! And it's probably some nonsense or to ask us to go on some shady job for him!” Sabine exclaims angrily. 


“Hey, don’t just assume that.” Ezra argues and comes into the cockpit and kneels down next to her. 


“Ezra every time he’s ever contacted us is because he wants something from us! How does he even know the comm channel for the Gauntlet anyway?” Sabine asks even though she already knew the answer.


Ezra laughs nervously while scratching the back of his neck and flashing her a sheepish grin as Sabine glares at him. 


“I gave him the comm channel for the ship in case he ever had a lead on some goods for the Rebellion.” Ezra explains but Sabine remains unamused. “That was the only reason!”


“Uh-huh. Sure it was.” She says as she rolls her eyes and pinches the bridge of her nose while Ezra presses a button to play Hondo’s message. 


“Hello my friend!” Hondo says and Sabine groans from the sound of his voice while Ezra smiles at the holo-image of Hondo. 


“I can’t believe you’re alive! Oh I’m so happy to know that you survived that jump and found a way to make it back home! And although I am greatly hurt by the fact that you never told me you were back, I am willing to put that aside for now because I have a proposition for you that I’m sure you will be very interested in!” Hondo starts before Ezra pauses the video. 


“Wait a minute. No one ever told Hondo I came back?” Ezra asks. 


“Why would we? We all thought you’d contact him yourself the second you got the chance.” Sabine groans and Ezra glares at her before continuing the video. 


“Thanks to an ingenious plan that was totally mine, I have acquired three crates of kyber crystals from an Imperial transport.“ Hondo says.


Sabine’s eyes widen and her heart clenches as she realizes how that sounded exactly like…


“Apparently someone high up in the New Republic sent you on a mission to collect them.” Hondo continues. 


“Our mission…the only other person aside from Leia and us who would have known about it is…by the Force does this mean Hondo has-“ Ezra theorizes as a grin forms on his face. 


“Oh no…No! No nonono oh manda please don’t tell me he has-“ Sabine despairs. 


“I know this because your daughter told me!” Hondo exclaims and holds the girl up so they can see her on the holo message. 


“Mira!” The parents exclaim simultaneously in relief on Ezra’s part from seeing that his daughter is alright, and fear from Sabine from seeing her precious child in the hands of a shady pirate.


“Hi mommy and daddy!” Mira says. “I miss you a lot but I’m having fun-“ 


“Okay that’s enough we’re running out of time.” Hondo says and puts her back down. “So, Ezra Bridger, my friend, I have not only one, but two priceless things that are of great importance to you! And I am currently trapped on a star destroyer, being hunted by some very powerful and scary droids that my crew and I are unable to defeat on our own! So now would be the perfect opportunity for you come and help out an old friend! And after you have taken care of the Imps, we can discuss business on which of these valuables I will be giving to you. Sending you coordinates now, and uh, please do hurry! Despite this ship being so large we are running out of places to hide!” 


When the transmission ends, Ezra has a look of elation on his face while Sabine’s was a mix of fear and anger. 


“Our daughter’s been hanging out with Hondo this whole time!” Ezra says joyfully. 


“Our daughter’s been hanging out with Hondo this whole time…” Sabine utters dreadfully. 


“I can’t believe it!” Ezra exclaims. 


“I can believe it…” Sabine says. “That sleazy pirate is holding our daughter for ransom for three crates of kyber crystals!” Sabine shouts and stands up from the pilot’s chair.


“Hey, he’s not holding her for ransom.” Ezra says, standing up and placing his hands on her arms. “He has the crystals already, he’s just asking us to choose if we’re going to let him keep them or our daughter.” 


“And that’s somehow different?!” Sabine exclaims. 


“Well, yeah actually it is.” Ezra replies. 


“Ezra he stole the crystals we were supposed to collect and he kidnapped our daughter!” Sabine shouts. 


“Well he didn’t kidnap her. We accidentally left her behind and he took her with him so the Imps wouldn’t get her. If anything we owe him one.” Ezra suggests. 


Sabine sighs and shakes her head. 


“Meg ru’narir ni trattok’or o’r kar’taylir darasuum meg ibic di’kut? (How did I fall in love with this idiot?)” She mutters. 


“Hey.” Ezra says sternly and places his fingers under her chin and tilts her head back towards him. “I may not be the wisest man in the galaxy, but I’m no idiot when it comes to our daughter’s well-being.” 


Sabine lets out a short laugh in disbelief and closes her eyes for a moment as she presses her cheek against the palm of Ezra’s hand before opening them again. 


“Who taught you that di’kut means idiot in mando’a?” Sabine asks him. 


“You.” Ezra says. “Di’kut pops up a lot when I hear you or your family speaking mando’a when you’re annoyed or upset with me. And given how often that happens, I picked up on a few words like that one pretty quickly.” 


“Well what do you know, ret gar mirsh nu’solus bid ru’an. (perhaps your brain cell isn’t so lonely after all.)” Sabine says and strokes his cheek with her thumb. 


“Thank you!” Ezra replies. “I think…”


Sabine giggles softly before cupping his face in her hands and kissing him. 


“Alright, now let’s go rescue our daughter.” Sabine says and turns towards the navigation panel to plug in the coordinates. 


“Yeah, we’ve got to get her away from those horrible Imps.” Ezra agrees.


“And Hondo.” Sabine adds and Ezra rolls his eyes. 


“Hondo’s not dangerous.” Ezra assures her. 


“Yes he is! He’s a double crossing pirate! He’s a thief!” Sabine argues. 


“Oh come on ‘bine!” Ezra exclaims. “Just because he steals for a living doesn’t mean he’s a bad person! I used to do what he does for a living, do you trust me less because of that?” Ezra asks her. 


Sabine sighs and cups Ezra’s cheek. 


“No of course not. I don’t judge you for your past at all and you know that.” She reminds him and gives him a quick peck on his lips. 


“But unlike you, who left that life in the past and grew into a better man, Hondo is still living that dishonest life so that’s why I don’t trust him.” Sabine says and Ezra smirks and gently kisses the palm of her hand before she turns away from him to finish plotting their course towards Hondo and their daughter’s location. 


“Well I wouldn’t say I’ve totally given that life up.” Ezra says nervously and Sabine stiffens in fear. 


“Ezra…what do you mean by that?” Sabine asks, turning towards the man she loves with a worried look. 


“I stole something super important in these past few years.” Ezra admits and Sabine’s heart breaks.


She loves him, she married him, she had a child with him for Force’s sake how could he keep something like this from her! And he had the audacity to smirk at her while admitting he lied to her! 


“Ezra Bridger you Lothrat, what did you steal-“ Sabine shouts, marching up to him and stopping when he cups her cheek in his hand. 


“Your heart.” Ezra says smoothly.


Sabine instantly relaxes once she realizes he just used that as a set up for some cheesy pick up line. Then she punches him in the gut, making him double over from the unexpected force of the blow. 


“Don’t scare me like that! Especially not to flirt!” Sabine scolds him before turning back to the main console to plug in coordinates. 


“Noted. Cyar’ika.” Ezra says and Sabine feels her cheeks heat up from Ezra calling her that as she sets the course.


“Steal my heart…” She repeats to herself out loud and can’t help but smile, especially when Ezra wraps his arms around her waist from behind her. “You’re so cheesy.” 


“I guess so. But you love it.” Ezra says and Sabine turns her head to look at him. 


“Yeah, I do.” She admits and the two of them kiss. 


“And it seems like me giving Hondo our comm channel was a good idea, or else we wouldn’t have been able to find our daughter.” Ezra points out and Sabine scoffs. 


“I’ll decide how mad I am at you about that after we get our daughter back.” Sabine decides. 


“Fair enough cyar’ika.” Ezra says and kisses Sabine’s flushed cheek. 
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“Alright, message sent.” Hondo says and wipes his hands with the job well done. “Ezra and Mira’s mother will surely come to our rescue after seeing it! Now all we have to do is find those crystals!” 


Hondo and Melch start walking down the hall until they notice that Mira isn’t following them. 


“Uh…Mira, aren’t you coming along?” Hondo asks. 


Mira looks at the astromech unit and then back at the pirate. 


“What was that last bit of the message about?” Mira asks. 


Hondo begins to feel nervous as Mira stares him down. 


“What part of the message? There were multiple last bits remember? You’ll have to be more specific.” Hondo tells her. 


“You know, the bit where you said: ‘after you have taken care of the Imps, we can discuss business on which of these valuables I will be giving to you.’? Sounds to me like you’re making my parents choose between me or the crystals when you told me when you picked me up that you would give them the crystals when you dropped me off with them.” Mira says and frowns. 


“What?” Hondo asks with a nervous grin. “Are you sure I said that?”


“Yes! I heard it! You’re lying to me!” Mira argues and points accusingly at him. 


“Well lying can sometimes be a good thing!” Hondo says cheerfully, trying to manipulate her but it doesn’t work. 


“Not when you’re lying to a kid about holding her for ransom!” Mira argues. 


“Oh I wouldn’t call it a ransom. It’s not that at all!” Hondo says. 


“Then what is it?” Mira asks. 


“I was just strongly suggesting to your parents that they pay me for the babysitting services that I provided.” Hondo explains. 


“And you taking care of me for about two days is equivalent to three crates of kyber crystals?” Mira asks. 


“Yes! Exactly!” Hondo says with a smile. “See, so it all works out. Now speaking of those crystals, we need to find them!” 


“We also have to find that Imp!” Mira stresses. 


“Imp? You mean the General? Why would we need to find him unless he has the crystals with him?” Hondo asks. 


“Because he saw me use the Force, and my mom and dad said that they don’t want anyone to know I’m Force sensitive.” Mira explains. 


Hondo thinks for a moment and gets serious. He knew exactly why her parents didn’t want anyone to know about her abilities. Even though the Empire had fallen and they didn’t have to worry about Inquisitors, there were still evil people that would want to kidnap or kill a Force sensitive child. And given that this child was the product of two of the most powerful warrior cultures in the galaxy, her existence posed an even greater threat to the remnants of the Empire that were looking to rebuild. So an Imperial General having knowledge of her, was extremely dangerous. He needed to find him, and make sure he was silenced before he could notify any other Imperials about her. 


“Don’t worry little one.” Hondo says and hugs her close. “I won’t allow that Imp to tell another soul about you.” Hondo promises in a serious tone. “Speaking of which, I think I know exactly where he might be. Can you use the Force to sense him if he’s nearby?”


Mira nods her head yes.


“Good.” Hondo says. “Melch, you will use your nose to sniff out where the crystals are. Once you find them, comm me. I’ll take Mira with me and find the General and make sure he stays quiet.”


“How are you going to keep him from telling anyone?” Mira asks. 


Hondo notices the worried look on her face. He knew she didn’t like lying, but he also couldn’t tell her the truth about what he was planning to do to protect her and her parents from the Empire. 


“Oh don’t think so hard on it little one, it’s nothing for a child to be concerned about!” Hondo says right before a blaster shot from a dark trooper cuts him off. 


Another squad of them was coming down the hall. 


“But that is! Now run!” Hondo shouts and runs down the hall while still holding Mira in his arms and Melch takes off in the opposite direction.


“Let’s pray to the Force that your parents show up soon!” Hondo exclaims as they run away from the dark troopers.


The Gauntlet exits hyperspace and makes its way to the star destroyer. 


“According to the scanners there’s only four life forms on board. And we know who two of those are, our daughter and…Hondo.” Sabine says and shivers before sticking her tongue out, like saying his name left a bad taste on it.


“And Hondo’s crew. He mentioned he had a crew with him in his message.” Ezra reminds her. 


“Yeah but how many ‘crew members’ did he usually have with him whenever we worked with him?” Sabine reminds Ezra. 


“Usually just one.” Ezra says and the two of them share a laugh.


 “So it doesn’t sound like this will be difficult.” Sabine says. 


“Don’t jinx it.” Ezra warns her. “Even though the remaining Imps are spread thin, I think it’s unlikely that they’d give an entire star destroyer to just one person to defend. And Hondo said in his message that there are dangerous droids on there that were attacking them. Sounds like these things might be pretty strong if they’re willing to forgo normal stormtroopers and have a ship filled with just those droids instead.” 


“They’re probably just regular sentry droids like the ones that were on that Imperial transport ship that you got the proton bombs from on Wynkahthu.” Sabine explains. “And I remember Hondo didn’t do so well fighting those droids back then so I bet he was probably just exaggerating.” 


Ezra laughs at the old memory. 


“By the Force that was such a long time ago!” Ezra exclaims. “Are you sure you’re remembering everything correctly?”


Sabine glares at him. 


“Do you remember how he was willing to leave you, Zeb, and Melch on that transport ship to die just to get his hands on some treasure! What makes you think he wouldn’t do the same to our daughter?” Sabine asks him. 


“Because even though Hondo isn’t the most honest person in the world, and doesn’t care for too many people, at his core he’s a good person. He’ll help people when he sees the opportunity.” Ezra explains.


“Yeah, the opportunity for profit.” Sabine adds. 


Ezra scoffs and smiles, shaking his head as he looks at the ground. 


“Well if he only wanted profit then why would he have told us he found our daughter?” Ezra asks her. “He has the crystals, and knows from her that we want them too. Why would he have us come, knowing that we’ll take the crystals back from him along with our daughter? He’s clearly putting our daughter over his profits.”


“No. He’s putting his own life over his profits. He got captured by Imps that want him dead, and knows that he has two things that will make a powerful Jedi that’s always been friendly with him come running to his aid as fast as he can to fight his battle for him and save him.” Sabine reminds him and turns back to face out the front window to steer the ship towards the open cargo bay. “Just because his actions appear to be selfless doesn’t mean that they are. You should’ve learned that from Wynkahthu. He really showed his true colors on that mission.” 


“Well, he wasn’t the only one that showed his true colors on Wynkahthu…” Ezra starts and Sabine arches an eyebrow in confusion. “I seem to recall something interesting I heard from you over the comms when you were telling Hera that Zeb and I fell from the cable and he caught me.” 


Sabine scoffs. 


“What interesting thing could I have possibly said?” Sabine asks. “Thank the Force they’re alive?” She suggests. 


“You said ‘don’t worry Zeb’s got him!’” Ezra reminds her. 


“Yeah…and? What’s so interesting about that, I was just telling Hera what happened.” Sabine says, confused as to what he was trying to get at. 


“Yeah but, Zeb and I both fell. Then when you told Hera, you were only relieved that he caught me.” Ezra explains. 


Sabine’s cheeky grin fell and her eyes widen and her cheeks heat up when she realizes what Ezra was saying. 


“So…why were you more worried about me than him Sabine?” Ezra asks and leans in close to her. 


“That was such a long time ago, are you sure you’re remembering everything correctly?” Sabine asks, throwing his own words back at him. 


Ezra laughs and kisses her.  


They land in the hangar and leave the Gauntlet, prepared for battle.


But as soon as the first two dark troopers patrolling the hangar turn around and face them, Sabine immediately notices that these droids are very different than the ones she was expecting to see. 


“Uh…Ezra, these sentry droids don’t look like normal sentry droids.” Sabine warns her husband and stands a little closer to him.


“Yeah these things definitely seem different. More dangerous.” Ezra says and quickly takes out his lightsaber to deflect their blaster bolts as they begin to fire at them. 


On reflex Sabine pulls out her pistols and starts shooting back at them. Only to realize very quickly that her blasters weren’t going to work against these things. 


“What? I thought we you were supposed to be able to shoot sentry droids!” Sabine shouts. 


“Yeah, honey I think we’ve established that these things definitely aren’t normal sentries!” Ezra shouts back at her before rushing forward and slicing the two dark troopers in half with his lightsaber only to see another dozen of them entering the hangar.


Ezra couldn’t fight those things all on his own. But lucky for him, no sensible Mandalorian would ever bring only one weapon with them to a fight. 


So she takes out her charges and tosses them out into the hall to take out the incoming troopers, leaving less for Ezra to fight so he could more effectively take down the remaining dark troopers.


But more were coming in from the side doors to the hangar. And unfortunately, Sabine was out of charges. She didn’t expect there to be so many of…whatever these things were. 


In a desperate attempt she tries her blasters again but just like before, finds that they’re ineffective against the dark troopers who were getting steadily closer to her. 


Sabine gasps as suddenly Ezra dips her, slashing the dark trooper that would have harmed her had he not intervened. 


Her heart was pounding from the danger she was just in, and from Ezra holding her like this after doing something so hot.


“Don’t worry cyar’ika (my beloved), I’ve got your back.” He says with a wink. 


A meek, flustered “eep” was all she could manage in response before Ezra lifts her back up, so she was standing flush against his chest. Making her face burn hotter under her helmet, which made her even more grateful to be wearing it so he couldn’t see how affected she was by his actions and words. But then he just HAD to take it a step further and lean in to say something even more romantic. 


“Sabine, just stay close to me for now. I’ll handle these droids for us.” Ezra whispers to her and twirls his lightsaber to deflect blaster bolts from the dark trooper while his wife nearly swoons against him. 


Ezra uses the Force to push back the troopers in front of him enough to delay their attack before turning around and slicing through the ones that were right behind them. 


Sabine noticed the troopers that Ezra had pushed back get up and begin to fire again so she holds up her shield to block their fire before Ezra turned around and rushed towards the other troopers to get rid of them. 


Now that he was far away from her, there wasn’t much Sabine could do to help him. She turns around to fight the troopers behind her only to find them all defeated on the ground. 


“Huh. Wow.” She says, clearly impressed by her husband’s skill.


She turns back around to watch him cut up the rest of the troopers. Normally when he was fighting, it was with her, so she never really got the opportunity to observe how much he’s grown as a warrior. And he really has improved greatly over the years. 


This was no easy fight for him though. He was clearly using a lot of energy. But it was all put to good use as he slices the last trooper in half with one large stroke of his lightsaber.


Once the last dark trooper falls, Sabine takes off her helmet and rushes over to her husband’s side and throws her arms around him. Hugging him tightly and he hugs her back before she pulls back to cup his face in her hands.


“Are you alright cyar’ika?” She asks him. 


“I’m fine.” Ezra sighs in exhaustion. “Just a bit tired. That was a lot of fighting.” 


“I know. You were incredible.” Sabine says and kisses her husband deeply.


They stay there like that, making out for a bit to celebrate the fact that they both survived that battle. 


Until Ezra suddenly broke the kiss, pulling Sabine flush against his torso and pointing his lightsaber at one of the blaster doors by the hangar wall. 


“What’s wrong? A-are there more dark troopers coming?” Sabine asks. 


“I heard something moving in there. But it’s not a dark trooper. I can sense it. Whatever’s in there is alive.” Ezra informs his worried wife.


“Good then that means I can kill it.” Sabine says, putting her helmet back on and taking out her blasters. 


They both cautiously approach the blaster doors. Then they both look at each other and Ezra slices the control panel. And luckily that somehow made the doors open for them to find Melch sitting amongst their three crates of kyber crystals. 


He squeals and holds his hands up in surrender and Sabine and Ezra drop their weapons and smirk. 


“Well, at least we got one thing we came for.” Ezra says and reaches for a crate. 


Melch squeals and gets in front of him to try to stop him. 


“I have no idea what you’re saying.” Ezra tells him. “But I have a feeling it’s something along the lines of ‘these belong to Hondo and you can’t have them.’ To which I say, my wife and I found them first so they’re ours.” Ezra says and pushes Melch aside to take a crate. 


Then Sabine picks up Melch by the back of his jacket. 


“Speaking of that shady pirate, where is he with my daughter?” Sabine asks.


The General entered the helm and immediately went for the communication table and began to record a message.


“To whatever Imperial vessel this reaches, this message contains important information about a potential new apprentice for the Emperor. There was a Force-sensitive child on-board this vessel. She has these very rare blue eyes and-“ The General records until multiple blaster bolts hit the center console table and shut it down, erasing the recording entirely and preventing it from being sent.


He turns around angrily to see Hondo pointing a blaster at him. 


“I thought my dark troopers would’ve taken care of you by now.” The General says. 


“I thought the same thing. Yet here I am, and the dark troopers are not.” Hondo says.


“Then where are your other crew members?” He asks.


“One is securing my treasure and the other is right here.” Hondo says and Mira peeks out from behind his leg.


“Hm. Well I suppose you’re probably here to kill me and seeing as I don’t have any weapons on me that does leave me in a rather vulnerable position.” The General says. 


“Yes it does. So you should surrender.” Hondo says, pointing his blaster at him. 


“Or perhaps you could surrender the child to me and allow me to escape with her? And in return I could offer you something that I think you would be much more interested in.” The General says. 


“And what makes you think I would take such a deal?” Hondo asks. 


“Come on Hondo. You’re a pirate. You betray people all the time whenever a better offer comes along. So now I’m proposing a better offer to you. Hand over the child and I’ll let you keep all of the crystals I took from you on this ship. That will make you the wealthiest man in the galaxy, and the most successful pirate in history.” The General offers. 


Hondo grins.


“The most successful pirate in history eh?” He asks and Mira nervously steps back from Hondo. 


“Yes you would be famous as well I’m sure!” The General promises.


“Yes I would. But not as a pirate.” Hondo says and the General’s smile falls.


The General couldn’t get his message out now. He failed. And in the Empire, that meant your life was over. But it wouldn’t be the Empire that takes him out.


As he turns to the pirate that was cocking his blaster one more time, he braces himself to face his fate. But he wasn’t going down without getting one last dig in.


“You really gave up wealth and fame for the life of one child? You truly are the worst pirate ever.” 


“I know your words mean nothing. For a true pirate knows how to properly asses the value of their possessions. Kyber crystals can be used to make the most powerful weapons in the galaxy. You couldn’t put a price on three crates of them. But this child, has the potential to become a powerful warrior like the one that defeated the Emperor with a weapon powered by those kyber crystals. Having a warrior like that fighting for the Empire would help it rise to power again. That’s why you were so desperate to get that message out to your fellow Imps and so desperate to get your hands on her that you would trade something as valuable as three crates of kyber crystals for her. She’s practically living power. But she’s also a child. And only cold hearted monsters like you would trade a child’s life for power.” Hondo says. “Don’t look little one.” 


Mira immediately covers her eyes and winces as Hondo shoots the General and his lifeless body falls to the ground.


She slowly brings her hands down and looks up at Hondo with fear and worry in her eyes. 


“You killed him…” She says. 


“Yes. I did.” Hondo says and puts his blaster away. 


“Why?” She asks. 


“Because he was too dangerous to be left alive. That is something you will understand once you’re older.” Hondo promises her. 


“Are more bad guys coming?” Mira asks timidly. 


“No. I made sure of that.” Hondo says and looks at the sparking transmission console on the holotable next to the dead General before picking the girl up in his arms.


“So your parents won’t have to worry about the Empire hunting you down. The only Imps who knew about you and what you are, are gone now. Ezra’s secret child, that is so secret he couldn’t even tell his best friend Hondo about, is safe.” Hondo explains.


”Wow. You must really like my dad.” Mira says. 


Hondo let’s out a hearty laugh.


”Oh Mira, for your father there is nothing I wouldn’t do. And that sentiment extends to his child as well.” Hondo says and gently boops her nose with his finger before he gets a message on his comm.


”Did you find the crystals Melch?” Hondo asks. 


Melch squeals on the other end. 


“What’s he saying?” Mira asks.


“He’s saying that they’re in the hangar with your parents Mira! It’s perfect! So let’s go down there and get them!” Hondo says.


He carries her outside and makes his way into the elevator to take it towards the hangar.


“You know, even if the Empire did capture you, I doubt they would keep you. You’re quite a handful Mira Bridger!” Hondo chuckles. 


“Wren.” Mira adds. 


“Huh?” Hondo asks. 


“Wren.” Mira repeats. “That’s my other name.”


“So your last name is Wren? Not Bridger like your father?” Hondo asks. 


“No, it is Bridger, but it’s Wren too! I have both my mom and dad’s last names. My name is Mira Bridger-Wren.” Mira explains.


“Ah, I see.” Hondo says. “Wait a minute…Wren. I think I’ve heard that name before. In Ezra’s crew. There was a Mandalorian girl around his age that he seemed to have quite a close bond with-oh…oh no.” Hondo says and freezes in place as a shiver runs down his spine as he looks at Mira and discovers a match for her features that weren’t Ezra’s. “Don’t tell me your mother is-“


Suddenly the elevator doors open and the Mandalorian woman is standing right in front of them.


“Sabine!” Ezra shouts as he runs towards his wife after loading the last crate onto their ship and Hondo’s stomach drops.


“Mommy!” Mira shouts and reaches for her mother. 


“She’s going to kill me.” Hondo says.


“No she won’t! Mom fights a lot but she’s really nice to people who are nice like you!” Mira assures him.


“Hondo Ohnaka I’m going to kill you!” Sabine shouts and lunges for him. 


Hondo screams and ducks, avoiding her catching him and runs towards Melch who was squealing at him. 


“Why didn’t you tell me the Mandalorian girl was her mother over the comms! And where are the crystals?” Hondo shouts. 


Melch squeals something about her threatening him and loading the crystals onto her and Ezra’s ship and Hondo growls in frustration then sighs in anguish. 


“Oh all of that profit is gone.” He sobs until he sees Sabine gaining on him.


Hondo and Melch both scream and run away from her while Ezra chases his wife in hopes of catching up with her before she kills the pirate.


They get chased around a bit until Hondo gets tired and holds Mira in front of him like a human shield to protect himself from Sabine’s wrath. 


“Please don’t hurt me! Your child is fine! Oh Ezra! Please tell your lovely wife to put down her weapons and spare my life!” Hondo begs. 


Ezra manages to get in front of her before she can aim a shot at Hondo.


“Okay, Sabine, honey, let’s just calm down-“ Ezra urges his wife until she presses her blaster under his chin and tilts it up slightly.


“Oh goodness!” Hondo exclaims in fear. “Is your mother about to shoot your father?” He asks Mira.


“No, mom threatens to shoot dad sometimes but he always finds a way out of it.” Mira explains to Hondo.


Ezra holds his hands up in surrender, contradicting the cocky smirk on his face. 


“Ezra, you’ve known me long enough for you to know what happens to people who get in-between a Mandalorian and their target.” Sabine threatens him. 


“Oh I’m well aware of what becomes of those who cross your people. But I also know you well enough to know that it goes against your very being as an artist to destroy a gorgeous work of art such as myself.” Ezra says and clicks his tongue and gives her a wink. 


She may have been wearing her helmet but Ezra could tell he got her flustered from the way she shivered after his comment and had to readjust her stance. 


“Are you seriously flirting with me while I have a blaster pointed under your chin, ready to blow your head off at any moment I want to?!?” Sabine exclaims in frustration and presses it deeper against his skin.


“Yes and I think that makes this situation ten times hotter if I’m being honest.” Ezra says gives his wife a smoldering look. 


Sabine growls in frustration before removing her blaster from under his chin and taking off her helmet. 


Ezra puts his hands back down with a satisfied grin on his face, riling up his wife even more. 


Sabine presses her blaster against Ezra’s chest and looks him in the eye. 


“Once I get you back on the Gauntlet, I’m going to make you pay for that!” Sabine growls. 


“Is that a promise cyar’ika?” Ezra asks with a wink and Sabine gives him a cute frown in response. “Don’t threaten me with a good time Sabine.” Ezra whispers and kisses her cheek lightly, making her flustered.


“You’re so lucky I love you.” She growls at him.


Ezra let’s out a short laugh before looking at her with a look of pure adoration as he places his hand gentle over the one of hers holding a blaster to his heart. And the other gently caressing her cheek as she brings the weapon down, away from him.


Now that Sabine had lowered her weapon, Hondo relaxes and begins to laugh.


“Oh Ezra, thank goodness you came to save us!” Hondo says. “Without you and Sabine we would surely be dead. I am so grateful that the two of you were kind enough to come save your old friend!”


“We came to save our daughter.” Sabine reminds Hondo. 


“And you and Melch too! You’re our friends, we wouldn’t want you to get locked up by the Empire.” Ezra adds cheerfully, earning a glare from his wife. 


“Oh Ezra, you are too kind! And so is your daughter! I can’t believe I didn’t realize she was yours sooner! Especially since you two have the same eyes! I’ve never met anyone aside from you with this color eyes! I knew in my heart that she had to be yours but my brain was a little slow on that, ha ha!” Hondo exclaims. 


“Yeah they sure are a rare shade of blue. They’re beautiful.” Sabine says. 


When she was pregnant with Mira she didn’t care too much about what she would look like. All she wanted was a happy and healthy baby. But she did hope that she would have Ezra’s eyes instead of hers because she thought they were so much prettier than hers. 


As if he read her mind, Ezra gently runs the back of his finger along her cheekbone before saying “Your eyes are beautiful too cyar’ika.” 


Sabine gasps softly and her body tenses briefly from Ezra’s compliment. 


“Flirting with me will not make me any less mad at that pirate.” Sabine growls at her husband. 


“I guess not. But at least it’ll throw you off enough to keep you from killing him.” Ezra replies and kisses her temple.


“It’s going to take more than that to keep me from killing the man that kidnapped our daughter!” Sabine shouts and raises her weapon again and Hondo screams.


Ezra places his hand on top of Sabine’s blaster and gives her a look, telling her to stand down and she sighs and actually holsters her weapon this time, much to Hondo’s relief. 


“It’s okay Sabine, Hondo took good care of her. Look, she’s fine.” Ezra says and gestures to their daughter in the pirate’s arms. 


Sabine looked her over and it looked like there wasn’t a scratch on her. Which was a miracle considering the hell that just went down on this ship. 


“I know you don’t trust him when it comes to missions and I understand that. But Hondo would never hurt a kid.” Ezra assures her. 


“It’s true! I love children!” Hondo says. “And yours is the most wonderful one I have ever met! But before I hand her over to you, there will be a small sitter’s fee-“ Hondo starts until he sees the parents frown and this time they both point their weapons at him. “But because you are my closest friends, this one is on the house.” 


“Only one of us is your friend.” Sabine reminds him and glares at Ezra who scratches the back of his neck and chuckles nervously as Hondo sets their daughter down. 


“Mom! Dad!” Mira shouts as she runs to her parents. 


“Olaror olar ad’ika (Come here little one)!” Sabine says and reaches for her daughter as she runs into her arms. 


Sabine picks her up and both she and Ezra hug their daughter tightly, relieved to have her back in their arms.


“Your mother and I were so worried about you Mira!” Ezra tells her.


“Please don’t ever scare us like that again!” Sabine begs. 


“I won’t! I promise!” Mira declares. “I’ll never have to run away from you guys again because I already found my crystal.”


Mira holds out the glowing blue crystal to show her parents. They both gasp at the sight. 


“You found your crystal!” Ezra exclaims.


“I knew you would.” Sabine says and rubs her daughter’s head.


“I still don’t know how she did it.” Hondo says. “Those crates are made out of pure beskar, even the lock. How she managed to open the crate is beyond me.”


“The crates are made out of beskar?!” Sabine exclaims. 


She hands Mira over to Ezra so she can inspect the crates inside their ship. She runs her hands over them and smiles as she comes running back out to Ezra.


“It is beskar! Pure beskar! Ezra my clan could melt these crates down to make armor and weapons!” Sabine exclaims. “And since these are the crates that harbored your kyber crystal, I think it would be perfectly symbolic to have your armor made out of one of those crates once you’re old enough for it.” Sabine suggests and strokes her daughter’s cheek with her thumb. 


“That will be so cool!” Mira shouts.


Ezra smiles at his girls before he hears Hondo sniffling. 


“Hondo? Are you okay?” Ezra asks.


“Oh Ezra! I can’t believe you made it back! It’s a miracle!” Hondo exclaims.


“Not really, when you have someone you can always count on to bring you home.” Ezra says and smiles lovingly at Sabine who returns his gaze. 


“So she went to find you and when she did you came back, got married and had a child-Oh Ezra that is so romantic and beautiful!” Hondo says and tears up, wiping tears from his eyes. 


Even Melch was all teary-eyed and sniffly. 


“A Mandalorian and a Jedi, two people from the greatest warrior cultures to ever exist, who were sworn enemies until they lost everything because of the Empire, falling in love when there is nothing left to lose. And bringing a child into this world who will represent the best of both of her parents and their people.” Hondo monologues as Sabine rests her forehead against Ezra’s and closes their eyes.


“Oh it is like poetry! Sweet beautiful poetry about star-crossed lovers literally crossing the stars to find each other! A love as true as that doesn’t happen very often. Oh I bet the wedding was amazing. I wish I was invited!” Hondo sighs. 


“Honestly, so do I.” Ezra admits. “Ow!” He yelps as Sabine elbows him in the side and frowns at him. 


“But it’s probably for the best I didn’t, considering your wife does not seem to hold me as high regard as you.” Hondo admits with a nervous laugh while Sabine frowns at him. 


“Buuuut now that both you and your daughter hold me in high regard, I’m sure I’ll win over your wife eventually.” Hondo boasts and winks at Sabine. 


The Mandalorian smiles at him before frowning and replying in a stern voice “Never gonna happen.” 


“Oh now I see why Mira’s frown looked so familiar, she gets it from you!” Hondo says with a hearty laugh while Sabine rolls her eyes.


He was thankful when she turned away from him to press a kiss to the top of her daughter’s head as Ezra passes her back to Sabine who bounces her in her arms. That gave him a chance to talk to Ezra.


“Ezra, my friend.” Hondo says, putting a hand on his shoulder. “May I speak to you alone for a moment?”


“Sure.” Ezra says curiously.


He’s about to walk away with Hondo but then Sabine’s hand on his chest stops him. 


“Absolutely not!” She says firmly. 


“Why not?” Ezra asks. 


“Because I don’t trust you alone with him!” Sabine says.


Ezra rolls his eyes and was about to argue but then his daughter vouches for him. 


“You can trust Hondo mommy!” Mira says. “He saved my life!” 


With that reminder, plus Mira’s intense, blue puppy dog eye stare, that her father was mimicking, Sabine feels her resolve begin to crumble. 


And Ezra could tell. So he seizes the opportunity and lifts her chin up with his finger and flashing her a smoldering look. 


“Narir gar ruusaanyc ner cyar’ika? (Do you trust me my love?)” He asks. 


He looks at his wife’s flustered face before switching his gaze to her lips and going in for a gentle but heartfelt kiss that she reciprocates. 


“Damn you…” Sabine grumbles as their lips part and Ezra smirks from his victory. 


“Fine. Go talk to your shifty pirate friend. But please don’t let him take advantage of you.” Sabine begs. 


“I won’t. I promise.” Ezra says before kissing her again and leaving to go talk to Hondo. 


“Oh Ezra! I’m so glad you’re alive!” Hondo exclaims and hugs him when he goes over to see him. 


“Honestly after everything I went through, It’s hard for me to believe too sometimes.” Ezra admits and hugs Hondo back. “I’m sorry I didn’t reach out to you sooner. I thought you somehow would’ve gotten word that I came back and Sabine kept me pretty occupied once we made it back to Lothal.” Ezra says and scratches the back of his head. 


“Oh don’t worry about that my friend, I totally understand!” Hondo says then looks around at all of the damaged dark troopers around them. “Wow, did you do all of this?” Hondo asks.


“Yep.” Ezra says. “That was all me.”


“Wow! You really have grown then! And not just in strength! Your hair is long again and you have a beard now!” Hondo exclaims.


“Yeah, I’m starting to look like a real Jedi Master I guess.” Ezra laughs.


“Speaking of Jedi…There’s something important I need to tell you about what happened on this ship before I brought Mira back to you.” Hondo says in a serious tone. “The General that was in charge of this vessel attempted to notify other Imperials about Mira.” 


Ezra’s ears were ringing and he could feel fear tightening his chest as he realizes the danger that his family was in now that-


“But he didn’t. I killed him before he could in order to ensure that her existence is kept a secret from those who would do her harm.” Hondo explains.


“Oh thank the Force.” Ezra sighs in relief before giving Hondo another hug. 


The pirate seems surprised but quickly returns the affection. 


Sabine looks over at the two of them hugging and groans.


“Mommy, why don’t you like Hondo?” Mira asks. 


“Because he’s a selfish criminal who lies and takes advantage of people to become rich and wealthy.” Sabine informs her daughter. 


“Yeah that much is obvious.” Mira says and Sabine laughs. 


“I wish it was for your dad. But at least it seems like you’ve inherited my common sense, thank the Force.” Sabine says and strokes her daughter’s hair. “He has too much trust in Hondo. He always assumes that everyone is a good person before daring to think they might have some sort of ulterior motive.”


“Really?” Mira giggles and Sabine lets out a short laugh. 


“Your buir is so smart in so many ways. But avoiding falling into obvious traps is not one of them. That’s why I worry for him so much around Hondo ad’ika.” Sabine explains. “Ni kar'taylir darasuum gar buir. A kaysh mirsh solus. (I love your father. But his brain cell is lonely)” 


Mira laughs and Sabine smiles before kissing her daughter’s forehead. 


“Now get back on board the ship and get ready for bed.” Sabine instructs her daughter. 


“But I want to say goodbye to Hondo!” Mira insists. 


Sabine sighs. 


“Okay, I’ll bring you out to say goodbye before we leave.” She says and Mira goes back on board the ship while looking back at her husband and the pirate.


“Hondo, thank you so much. I mean it.” Ezra says and pulls back from the embrace and holds Hondo’s shoulders. “You not only saved my daughter but you saved my family! I owe you one!” 


“Yes you do!” Hondo says and without skipping a beat, proposes a way for Ezra to pay him back. “You know, some of these jobs I manage to come across pay very well. However, they are very dangerous for those who aren’t blessed with powers like yours. And with a wife and child to support I imagine you could use some extra credits. So maybe you could tag along on some of these jobs in the future. For old times sake, partner?” Hondo explains and lightly jabs Ezra in the side with his elbow. 


When Ezra goes back to Sabine she immediately asks questions. 


“Well? What did he want?” She asks.


“He asked me if I wanted to come on a job with him…now.” Ezra says softly, praying she won’t hear it because he knows she’ll get mad.


“You want to leave to go on a job with Hondo?!” Sabine exclaims. 


“Yeah…” Ezra says sheepishly rubbing the back of his neck. 


“We just got our family back together and now you’re gonna leave us!?” Sabine shouts. 


“It’s not like I want to!” Ezra insists. 


Sabine crosses her arms and frowns at him. She wasn’t convinced. 


“Come on, he saved our daughter’s life! We owe him one!” Ezra says. 


Sabine sighs, knowing he had a good point that she couldn’t really argue with. Meanwhile Ezra grins, thinking he’d won. But rather than argue with him, there was one thing Sabine could do to dissuade her husband from running off with the pirate.


“I guess you’re right. I’m just…” Sabine sighs. “I was kind of hoping that…oh never mind, I guess it’s not important.” 


“Sabine, you’re my wife.” Ezra says and holds her arms. “We’re partners, we’re raising a child together! Anything you have to say to me about doing a job with someone you don’t like is important to me. So please, tell me what’s making you feel reserved about this.” 


Sabine smiles at the ground. He’s too sweet…


“Well…it’s just that…seeing you take on all of those dark troopers single handedly, and get away with barely a scratch on you,” Sabine says and brings her hand up to stroke the small scratch on his cheek he got during the fight before whispering in his ear “was pretty hot.”


Ezra gulps as he feels himself getting flustered from his wife’s words and the look in her eyes.


“And just because I can’t see if you’re injured anywhere else doesn’t mean you aren’t. So once we put Mira to sleep I was planning on checking you over for injuries….” She says and gives him a look that sends a shiver down his spine. 


“And since we have the crystals for Leia then that also means we completed a mission successfully. So I thought that meant that you’d want to continue tradition….” Sabine says and runs her finger down Ezra’s chest, making her husband shudder under her touch. 


Then Ezra gasps as his breath is taken away when Sabine pulls away from him completely and walks up the ramp of their ship.


“But I’m sure Hondo could check you for injuries too and you don’t care much for tradition so there’s no need for me to-“ Sabine starts before Ezra interrupts her. 


“No no no wait Sabine-honey-uh, hold on there a minute!” Ezra quickly rambles and Sabine smirks at how easily his mind was changed. 


“I uh…” Ezra stammers. “I think I’d much rather prefer that you uh…check me over for uh… injuries. And I know how important traditions are to Mandalorians so I really think I should try much harder to uphold the ones that are important to you.” He says and wraps his arm around her waist to pull her in close. 


“Thought so.” Sabine says before cupping his cheek and kissing him deeply. 


“Daddy, you forgot about my tradition too!” Mira calls from the top of the ramp.


She was too impatient to wait for her mother to come get her so she left the ship and approached them herself.


“Oh, and what tradition is that ad’ika?” Ezra asks his darling daughter. 


“You have to tell me a bedtime story!” She reminds him with a cute frown.


Both Sabine and Ezra gasp in mock surprise as their daughter informs them of that very important fact. 


“Oh of course! How could I forget such an important tradition?” Ezra says as he lifts her up into the air, making her squeal in delight before holding her in his arms while Sabine smiles at them and he wraps his arm back around her waist to bring her in close. 


Hondo and Melch watched the couple’s conversation from afar. And after seeing Ezra embrace his family and then seeing him turn around and give them an apologetic look, Hondo knew that there was no way he was going to convince Ezra to come on any adventures with him now. He has a family that needs him much more than he did. 


“Hondo I’m uh…gonna…” Ezra starts but Hondo laughs and cuts him off. 


“It’s alright Ezra, I understand completely.” Hondo says. “You just found your missing child, you should be spending time together as a family! I’ll cash in on that favor you owe me another time. Just don’t forget that you do owe me one!” 


“That I do…” Ezra says, grimacing as he watches his wife groan and roll her eyes before dragging him back towards the ship. 


“Wait why does daddy owe Hondo a favor when all of this was his fault in the first place?” Mira asks. 


“Huh?” Sabine and Ezra ask in unison and Hondo gulps in fear. 


“Mira what are you talking about?” Sabine asks. 


“Yeah we left you behind by accident and we got lucky that Hondo came by to get the crystals and was kind enough to take you with him.” Ezra explains. 


“Yes! That is exactly what happened!” Hondo quickly interjects. 


“No it’s not! You were there the whole time! Remember you said you purposely showed up so that the Imps would call for back up and chase out my mom and dad so that you could come and grab the crystals before reinforcements arrived?” Mira explains. 


Sabine and Ezra both turn to Hondo with angry frowns on their faces while the pirate gives them a nervous grin. 


“Well now that our business is complete I really should be going, especially since this venture is no longer profitable! So long my friends!” Hondo says and runs back into his ship with Melch and they take off. 


“I knew this had to be all his fault somehow.” Sabine says. “Come on, let’s get out of here.” She says and heads back into their ship. 


“Alright my brave little padawan, now that you’ve got your own kyber crystal, how about I tell you a Jedi story for bed?” Ezra offers. 


“No.” Mira says, looking at her kyber crystal.


“No?” Ezra asks in surprise. “Well, okay. What kind of story do you want me to tell you then?” 


Mira smiles and looks out into space. 


“I want to hear a pirate story.” She requests and Ezra grins at his little girl. 
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Summary


Five times Sabine denied being Ezra's girlfriend (and one time she didn't).


Notes


Here I be again with another Sabezra-themed 5+1.


All I will say in my defense is that I needed a shipper fix. And only writing fic would fill it, lol.


Do enjoy, my lovelies!


Chapter 1
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Low feminine laughter drifted to her from across the hanger. Sabine glanced up from her refuel hose, and spotted Ketsu in her distinctive magenta and gray armor, standing across the way. She was talking to Ezra, close-lipped smiling and giving an occasional chuckle at something he said. There was a friendly, interested expression in her violet eyes, much warmer than she usually gave. Ezra himself was animated and clearly enjoying the attention, bashfully rubbing behind his head, ducking his eyes every so often.


Sabine frowned. That was the kind of body language he would usually get around her when she paid him positive attention—the blushing, awkward, nervous kind of excitement that displayed his crush on her. It had been fading as of late, as he grew more comfortable around her, more used to treating her like a friend, but it was back in full force now, around Ketsu.


And she seemed like she was... receptive to it? Encouraging it, even?


Sabine's face wrinkled with concern. She quickly finished up her task, setting aside the nozzle when the tank was full, and pulling the seal clamp closed. After the solid metallic thomp! let her know it was locked, she straightened up and started walking over.


She caught part of the conversation as she came up.


"So we get to this reactor room and the Inquisitor is just standing there waiting for us," Ezra was saying.


Ketsu stopped him a moment. "Which one?" she asked.


"Oh, right, the—" Ezra squeezed his eyes closed and snapped his fingers a couple times, trying to remember. "—the main one, the Grand Inquisitor the other lady called him. The first one." His smile was a big chagrined as he commented, "Still processing the fact that apparently there's a whole slew of them, with like, a hierarchy and everything."


"And all of them are after you specifically?" Ketsu leaned back on her left hip. "Popular guy," she quipped.


"Well, me, Kanan and Ahsoka," he corrected, nevertheless doing that little dip with his chin as his eyes looked off that Sabine recognized. "Anyway, Kanan borrows my lightsaber and rushes the guy and then I take the chance while his back is turned to pull Kanan's lightsaber off his belt."


"Nice," Ketsu commented appreciatively.


Sabine cleared her throat lightly.


"Oh, hey Sabine," Ezra greeted her brightly.


She nodded at him. "Ezra." Then at her friend. "Ketsu." She leaned her shoulders back, crossing her arms. "Am I interrupting?"


The amused look Ketsu gave her only made Sabine more suspicious. "Ezra was just telling me how he got those cool cheek scars," she said, a little too nonchalantly.


"Right," Sabine said flatly. "Can I talk to you, for a moment, Ketsu?" she snipped.


Ketsu sent a casual wave back at Ezra as she turned to walk by Sabine's shoulder. "Save the end of that story for me, Ez, I'm dying to hear it," she said.


Ezra gave a bashful little chuckle, reaching up to play with the back of his hair.


Sabine waited until they were a sufficient distance away, out of Ezra's earshot, before she rounded to face Ketsu. "What are you doing?" she asked, opening her palms in a stiff gesture.


"What?" Ketsu asked innocently. "Kid's fascinating. Funny, eager to please, not too shabby in a fight..." she listed. "Kind of cute, in an awkwardly endearing way." Her smile widened. "Just like you said he was."


"So you're... flirting with him?" Sabine asked, incredulous.


Ketsu grinned as she shrugged. "Maybe a little."


"Well don't!" Sabine said, the affront clear in her tone.


Ketsu put up placating hands. "My bad, didn't realize he was taken," she said.


Confusion entered Sabine's eyes. "He's not taken," she intoned dully.


A little scrunch wrinkled between Ketsu's eyes. She pointed between Sabine and back towards Ezra. "So you and him aren't...?"


Sabine's eyes widened as she realized the implication in Ketsu's question. "What? No!" she blustered at once. "No no no no no, stars no, are you kidding?! He's just—" She broke off and took a deep breath, collecting herself. She started again. "Look, Ezra... he's sensitive okay? He's a sweet guy and he's emotionally honest in a way that's really genuine, and you can't... You shouldn't lead him on," she told Ketsu, eyes pinching at the corners. "He doesn't trust easily, it took forever for him to open up to us, and his feelings could get really hurt if you're not careful."


"Uh-huh," Ketsu replied flatly. Her expression was severely skeptical. "You're sure you're not into him?" she pressed. "You talked him up an awful lot the last time," she added, a teasing hint in her voice.


"Ketsu, I'm being serious," Sabine groaned.


The other girl put up her hands again, smiling. "All right, I get it. I'll handle him gently," she promised. "I do genuinely want to hear the end of that story, though."


Satisfied, Sabine's agitation and concern wound down, and she gave a shrug. "Fair enough," she said, a lightness entering her tone and eyes. "It is a good one," she bragged.


They walked back over to where Ezra was standing, fidgeting anxiously as he waited for them, and then eagerly launching back into the account.


-SWR-


They were called away by Hera not too long after, the bustle of the carrier hanger growing more and more active and hurried as the Rebels prepped for another strike. Ketsu nudged Sabine before they separated, whispering a furtive last parting.


"Word of advice, little sister, snap this one up before someone else does," she said, nodding towards Ezra's back.


"Your opinion has been noted," Sabine replied back dryly. "But he really is just a friend."


Ketsu chuckled. "If you say so," she quipped back, before swiveling on her heel and sauntering back towards her ship, parked on the far end.


Sabine felt like she should be more irritated that Ketsu refused to accept her explanation but Zeb was already yelling at her from the Ghost's ramp so she had to put her friend's misconceptions to the side.


She ran up the ramp into the hold, just shaking her head.


Chapter End Notes


Set mid-Season Two, obviously. I def headcanon Ketsu as picking up on the "vibes" between Sabine and Ezra and doing her best to encourage those.


Strap in, readers, I really love the next chapters I'm going to share with you.


Chapter 2
Chapter Notes


Set Season Two, during "A Princess on Lothal".


See the end of the chapter for more notes
The holoprojector shut off, an aura of resolve and determination tingling through the room. Hera pushed out of her seat in the booth and Sabine followed, standing up as well. Hera brushed past her as she moved around to head up to the cockpit.


"I'll drop you and Sabine and Chopper off about a click from the landing platform," she called back to Ryder, still grim-faced and dour despite conceding to help them in the heist. "Kanan, you and Ezra and the Princess should detach in the Phantom then too," she continued. "Operation begins at eighteen-hundred-thirty, after the sun goes down."


"Copy that," Kanan acknowledged, and a murmur of replies went around the common room.


Sabine glanced towards Ezra. He seemed somber but... collected. Even made a joke as the Alderaanian princess walked by, commenting on her talent for inspirational speeches.


Leia smiled ruefully at that, then wished him good luck, promising to join him in a moment.


It wasn't the time to distract him, Sabine knew that, but she bit her lip as she watched him, eyes soft with concern.


Instead of intruding on him though, she trotted after Leia in the hallway, lightly catching her by the arm.


"Hey, um..." she began awkwardly, glancing back as Ezra shut himself in his and Zeb's room, the door sliding closed with a sound that sounded final and distant. "Kanan said you went to talk to him." She turned eyes to the diminuitive younger girl, so small and slight-looking and yet with a fire-filled gaze and a firm spine of steel. "How's he holding up?" she asked.


Leia's brown eyes flickered towards the door Ezra had disappeared through and she gave a quiet, sympathetic sigh through her nose.


"He's grieving," she told her. "There's a lot of hurt and anger he needs to process through."


Sabine nodded, a small ring of quiet relief settling through her. "He never wanted to hope that they were alive," she told the other girl. "He thought it would destroy him. But... he allowed himself to begin to hope and, well..." She trailed off, waving a hand in the general direction of the door.


"That's hard," Leia agreed, with a sober nod. "Especially for someone so young," she added with pity.


Sabine's eyebrow tilted. "Aren't you and Ezra the same age?" she asked.


Leia seemed mildly surprised by that. "Are we?"


"He just turned sixteen a couple days ago."


"Huh," Leia said, her eyes going oddly contemplative and thoughtful. "He doesn't act like it," she finally commented.


Sabine snorted. "I know," she said in commiseration.


That weirdly profound, knowing look was on her now and it made Sabine almost nervous, like the princess could feel what she was thinking. "You and he are... close?" she asked.


She nodded. "We've been together since we picked him up outside of Capitol City."


Leia smiled then, a warm and fond smile that seemed to light up the hallway between them. "That's good," she told Sabine. She started to angle her shoulder, turning towards the cockpit. "I'm glad he has someone like you in his life," she said, moving to go down the hallway.


Sabine started to smile at first, swiveling around as well, but then her mind flashed back to when the princess had just boarded the Ghost, how she must've picked up on their conversation and seen her gentle touch to Ezra's arm, and now with her offhand and unthinking comment about them being "together"...


She swiveled back around.


"Oh, no, I'm not—" she started to say.


The door to the cockpit sealed shut behind the princess with a solid thhnk!


Sabine stewed as she glared at the blank wall of the door, fuming silently.


"I'm not his girlfriend!" she said in impotent raised voice at the door.


There was no reply from behind it but a gruff voice spoke up from over her shoulder.


"That's not what she said."


Simmering, Sabine turned a glare on Zeb, leaning up casually against the doorframe between the crew hallway and the airlock junction.


The Lasat had his arms crossed, green eyes looking her over with a probing suspicion. "Why would you think she was talking about that?" he asked. A grin stole across his face, wide and cat-like. "You two been getting cozy with each other while I wasn't looking?" he teased.


A thousand and one indignant arguments battered at her head, but Sabine had to put them all aside, choosing only to roll her eyes and stalk stiffly back into her room, jabbing at the button with agitated force.


"Just get prepped for the mission," she snipped.


His guttural chuckle echoed in her ears as she sealed herself inside the sanctuary of her room.


Chapter End Notes
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Enjoy!


See the end of the chapter for more notes
Sabine set her tray down with a clack and a small sigh. Their mess hall on Atollon wasn't much, just a few rickety tables and fold-up chairs under one of the large coral overhangs, but it was nicely shaded and caught a light breeze from off the cliffs. One of the supply raids had managed to snag some ronto meat that the cooks were slowly working through in a variety of ways, roasting it, frying it, shredding it into a lovely brisket. It was the best the Rebels had eaten in a while.


Today they'd cut the meat into large chunks and slow-roasted them into some kind of warm stew. The vegetables weren't much to crow over but it was hot and well-seasoned, and had a pleasant mouth-feel as it went down. Sabine spooned it into her mouth absently, as she scratched away with a stiff charcoal on one of her loose sheets of drawing paper.


She brushed away some lint and sat back to study her sketch, idly tuning in to the conversation that was happening next to her as she made notes on what to change and improve.


"You've got pond weed for eyes," one of the young recruits was saying.


A different girl, sitting across from Sabine on the left, scoffed through her nose. "Hater," she just shot back. Turning now to a third member of the conversation she leaned arms on the table and asked eagerly, "So Tessa, who do you think is the cutest boy on the base?"


Tessa, a human girl in her older teens, who Sabine was pretty sure worked ground support for the A-wing squadron, grinned widely. "Oh, Bridger, definitely," she declared.


"Totally," a young female Gran added, and the circle of girls sighed in agreement.


"Right?" said Tessa. She leaned a cheek on her palm, elbow on the table and looking off, enamored. "Oh my stars, those gorgeous blue eyes."


"Oh, the eyes," a girl on the far right sighed, going dreamy-faced.


"And I mean, I don't know much about human physiology but he has sprouted," the Gran commented appreciatively. "Like, he's taller than me now!"


"And that short hair makes him look sooooo grown-up!" gushed another girl.


Sabine's mouth flattened, frowning. A scratching irritation seemed to tickle at her sternum. She tried to tune the conversation out, focus on her bowl of stew, but now the conversation was like a persistent tittering in her ear, a songbird that didn't know when to shut up.


She listened, growing more and more surly, as the recruits commented vapidly on several of Ezra's "assets".


"It's too bad he's taken," moaned the Gran, both six-fingered hands pillowing her chin.


"What d'you mean?" asked Tessa, shifting in her seat.


"You know, that Mandalorian girl, the one with the painted armor?" the Gran prompted. "They're totally a thing."


Sabine decided to loudly clear her throat.


The circle of girls startled, several of them sprouting wide, mortified eyes as they realized who they were sitting next to.


"Lieu—Lieutenant Wren!" Tessa strained, looking like she just wanted a starship to crash right on top of her. She visibly swallowed, her throat going tight before she tried to continue. "Hi, uh... we... totally didn't see you sitting there! And um... would have kept our comments to ourselves if—if we'd known you were—"


The girl was stammering so nervously Sabine almost wanted to laugh. "Ensign Haley, correct?" she asked, pulling her spine straight with an air of command.


"Y-yes ma'am," Tessa squeaked.


"Why would you assume, Ensign Haley, that Commander Bridger and I are 'a thing'?" she asked, eyes cool and even, crossing her arms with icy indifference.


"W-well..." Tessa trailed, looking desperately to the others for help.


The others hemmed and hawed and stammered for several moments, mumbling and looking off evasively before the Gran finally had the courage to speak up.


"Well... you just... you spend so much time with him and he's, I mean he's clearly enamored with you so it... uh..." Her cheeks took on a greenish tone that looked like she was blushing. "...it just seemed kind of obvious, you know?" she offered timidly.


"We are not a thing," Sabine emphasized firmly. "Let me make that very clear to you right now."


A round of "Yes, Lieutenant Wren"s flickered around the circle.


Sabine started to let a grin creep onto her face. "That being said," she continued, "you still shouldn't talk to him." She let a hand drift out casually. "Overprotective Jedi Master, you know," she said.


The girls laughed shortly, nervously, turning back to each other and speaking in hushed whispers now, darting anxiously glances back at her every so often.


Sabine smiled privately as she brought her spoon up to her lips. It wasn't often she got to pull rank on the younger members of the Rebellion.


She kind of liked it, she decided, happily returning to her meal with the assurance that the misunderstanding had been cleared up.
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"Hey, be careful out there," Sabine said, arms folded and leaned against the table edge fondly as the blue-white holographic image of Ezra flickered in front of her.


"You too," he told her. He grinned. "Don't liberate Mandalore without us," he quipped.


She laughed, ducking her head to hide her smile. "Oh we're a long way from that, trust me," she said.


"Really?" he teased. "I would have thought you'd have already kicked the new Viceroy out of Sundari by now." Sobering, his voice dropped a few notes. "I miss you."


She traced a finger along the table edge. "I know. Miss you too, Ez." She glanced towards the door, hearing footsteps coming down the hallway towards her room. "Talk to you later, okay?"


He nodded, eyes soft. "Bye Sabine."


Sabine clicked the projector off, ending the transmission, and glanced up just as her mother appeared in her open doorway.


"Bridger again?" she guessed, the lines of her face slightly wearied. Evidently it had been a very long day for the Countess.


"He likes to keep in touch," Sabine dismissed, rising from her seat. "Any interesting developments?" she asked.


Ursa stepped back to allow Sabine to join her in the hallway, then began walking back towards the Great Hall. "Nothing useful in finding your father," she relayed, tilting her chin slightly back over her shoulder, in expectation that Sabine would follow. She did, and Ursa turned forward again, continuing to speak. "Apparently, though, the Empire has named Tiber Saxon as Gar's successor, and he is reportedly ordering more Stormtroopers to Sundari to secure it."


Sabine gave a small huff, rolling her eyes. "Of course."


"We have already rebuffed an air attack by what remained of the Supercommandos," Ursa said in clipped tones, as she and Sabine entered the Great Hall. Ursa nodded to a guardsman as they crossed the room. "They managed to down two of our fighters. Fortunately the damage to at least one of them was minimal."


"Mmn," Sabine said, distracted, gazing off.


Ursa cleared her throat awkwardly. "Sabine?"


Sabine startled back to attention at once. "Yes?" she said, projecting respectfulness with her posture.


Her mother looked oddly uncomfortable, her eyes darting off evasively as she spoke. "This... boy that keeps comming you—Bridger—he... Does he have any designs on...?" She was flustered, words starting and stopping. "I—I mean... I have... concerns about the nature of your relationship with—Are you feelings entirely...?"


"Mother, what are you saying?" Sabine asked in severe confusion.


"Jedi and Mandalorians are ancient adversaries for a reason it's—" Ursa was gesturing helplessly. "—it's—it's not exactly appropriate for the heir of a ruling house to have a Jedi lover—"


"Mother!" Sabine blurted, eyes widening, mortified.


"—I understand you may have developed some frivolous youthful feelings for him while you were away but I—" Ursa straightened up, drawing her shoulders back. "—I simply must put my foot down on any further intimacy or courtship that—"


"Stop, stop, stop!" Sabine begged, waving her hands.


Mercifully, her mother did.


Sabine's ears burned and she heard chuckles from the guardsmen in the corners. She inhaled slowly, willing the heat in her face and the crushing embarrassment away.


"Our relationship is not like that," she said firmly. "We are not dating. And I'm certainly not—" Her face flushed again and she glanced back at the snickering guardsmen as she lowered her voice to a mutter. "—having sex with him," she finished, voice strained.


"We wouldn't hold it against you if you were," Ursa said, still trying to speak graciously. "Carnal urges are normal and natural and you were away for so long—"


Sabine full-body shuddered. "Ugh! Mother!" she protested. "Please stop talking!" This was the absolute last conversation she wanted to be having and Sabine desperately wished one of her smoke grenades would just spontaneously burst and allow her a chance to escape the room.


To her credit, Ursa looked apologetic. "I'm sorry, Sabine, I didn't intend to embarrass you."


"Could've fooled me," Sabine muttered under her breath.


Ursa's wary gaze studied her daughter. "So... you are certain then that there is nothing between you and that Jedi boy?" she asked.


"Mother, I promise," Sabine insisted, with a crinkled chagrined expression, "we are just friends."


Ursa's temperament snapped immediately into a cheerful and pleasant demeanor. "Well that's a relief," she said lightly. "At least once we are able to think about betrothals for you we can choose a more suitable option."


Well that just made Sabine want to take it all back out of spite.


Glaring stiffly at her mother, Sabine deliberately changed the subject, before she felt further tempted to defend Ezra as perfectly fine marriage material to her mother. "You were saying something about repairing a fighter?" she prompted.


Ursa stirred. "Yes, it should be back in the air in two cycles," she said, launching into a detailed breakdown of the air raid.


Sabine listened, in equal mixture of relief and and frustration that she would never be able to look those two guardsmen in the face ever again.


This was the real reason Mandalorians wore helmets, she decided.
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There was something raw and somber about the post-battle air permeating the Ghost. The general mood of the survivors of Atollon seemed quiet, despondant.


Gloomy.


The dark shadow of loss loomed over her heart as well. They had lost Chopper Base, without her ever getting a chance to see it again. They had escaped with the high-ranking officers of Phoenix Squadron intact—mostly, she amended, heart panging once again as she remembered Erza telling her about Sato—but only a fraction of the combined forces they had assembled for the strike on Lothal.


Ezra seemed to be taking it particularly hard. He'd disappeared soon after they docked the gauntlet up with the Ghost, hiding away in the nose gun turret until Kanan found him. Sabine stumbled across them both after a fair bit of searching, whispered words softly exchanged and furtive touches to arms and temples passed between them until she convinced him to come upstairs and let her patch up a few minor bumps and scrapes he'd gotten.


The cargo hold was crowded, as was the hallway and the living room, so she pulled him into the kitchen for a bit of privacy, getting down one of the medkits from the high shelf and sitting him at the table.


He didn't say much as she tended to him, quietly pointing out problem spots or places where she needed to look. Tristan walked in as he lifted his shirt fairly high up so Sabine could check an awkward spot under his arm, and raised an eyebrow briefly before moving past them.


"Where's the ice?" he asked, peering under counters.


"Cold storage, to your right," Sabine instructed. "Top shelf."


He nodded and ducked down, pulling open the heavy door.


Sabine finished spraying antiseptic on Ezra's minor cut, then set the bottle aside, pushing her bangs out of her face with a sigh.


"How did you even manage to get shrapnel caught there through your spacesuit?" she said wearily, leaning back, beginning to straighten up and arch her back in a long, tired stretch, raising her arms above her head.


The faintest hint of a grin touched his lips. "Incurring improbable injuries is my specialty, what can I say?" he quipped. His eyes dropped towards the table as the sorrow of the day's loss caught back up with him, and Sabine bit her lip, wishing there was something she could say.


"I'm sorry," was all she could think of. "I wish we could have made it to Atollon sooner, done more to help."


He reached over and grabbed her hand, holding on tightly, and she let him, squeezing his fingers in reassurance.


"You did amazing, Sabine," he told her. "All of you." He raised his head, in the same movement standing up from his seat, his free hand tugging down his shirt. "We couldn't have escaped without your help."


He leaned forward, his arms coming up to embrace her, and she pushed into him, hiding her face in his collar so he wouldn't see her pinched expression, the burning shimmer under her eyes. They held each other softly, tenderly, for just a few precious moments before Ezra pulled back, still picking at his shirt hem to straighten it.


She touched a palm softly to his elbow. "Get some rest," she admonished in a whisper, and he nodded silently and moved past her to go out the door.


She wasn't Force Sensitive, but she could have sworn there was a warm aura that left in his wake, lingering in the air between her and the door, perceptible even to her naked eyes.


She stood there watching the empty doorway, listening idly to Tristan filling up ice packs behind her, the steady clack and clink of the hyrdrated cubes knocking against each other as he wrapped them in thin plastic.


Sabine bit her lip, staring off into space, lost inside her own thoughts.


Tristan glanced up at her and his face slowly spread with a wily grin.


"So..." he began, his voice a musical lilting tease. "You and the Jedi, huh?"


Sabine's face immediately froze, wide-eyed and blushing deeply, gawping at the implications.


"It—It's not like that!" she defended immediately, swiveling to face her brother. "Ezra and I are—well we're just—I mean—" she sputtered, growing more and more disjointed with every sentence.


Tristan put up a hand, shaking his head. "I'm just teasing, 'bine."


Her insides shuddered with relief as the tension left her shoulders. She glared at her brother, her fists curling tightly against her sides. "It's not funny," she said flatly.


"It's a little funny," he argued back, turning and busying himself with making the icepacks. "You could certainly do worse," he added nonchalantly.


"Is that an endorsement?" she asked witheringly, grabbing up a couple of the complete packs in her arms.


"More like a friendly suggestion," he shrugged, ignoring her glare.


Sabine blew out a huffy breath through her nose. "Thank you, Tristan," she growled, irritation coloring her voice, "but I think I can handle my own affairs."


"Whatever you say," he chuckled, as his sister turned stiffly and marched out of the room to go begin distributing the ice packs.
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Glitzy yellow lights glimmered in the trees lining the walkway as the party guests slowly filtered in. Soft music filtered in from somewhere to their right, and light chatter from the wide open front doors of the manor drifted to their ears.


Furtively, the two teens snuck along the path until finding an opportune moment to insert themselves into the line.


"Loooootta bucketheads on guard," Ezra commented, making note of them warily.


"Don't worry," Sabine assured him. "Between the eyeshades, the hair dye, and my make-up job, no one should recognize us."


At the mention, Ezra screwed his now shockingly green eyes closed. "They itch," he complained.


"Well, I'm sorry, I don't have any solution. You're just going to have to deal with it." As she spoke she wobbled a bit on an unsteady ankle. "Just like I'm going to have to deal with these heels," she grumbled.


"They do complement the dress," Ezra offered with a shy grin.


Sabine let out a short laugh. She remembered briefly back to his initial reaction when she'd walked into the living area; his dropped jaw, wide eyes, and breathless and flattering, "Wow..."


They made a sharp pair, all things considered, blending in reasonably well with the bedecked and posh finery of the myriad wealthy attendees. Hera had found Ezra a handsome navy-blue jacket that folded over in the front, a formalwear piece from Ryloth, she'd explained, and Sabine through some clever thrifting had found stiff black slacks and polished dress shoes to go with. On the same trip she'd found a pretty dark blue dress of a similar-enough color, though of course she had spiced it up with splashes of bright orange flaring up from the hems, reminiscent of the color scheme of her hair so long ago when they had met.


There was no jewelry to be had for this event, none the crew could afford at least and precious little to borrow, so in that respect they did stand out a little, Sabine noted as she glanced at the heavy gem-laden necklaces of the women in front of them.


The attendant at the door didn't comment, though, asking to see their tickets in the same professional, polite tone as with all the other guests.


Ezra produced their invitation—accquired by Bail Organa and smuggled through several Rebel channels to reach them—and the attendant stamped it and handed it back to them with a smile.


"Enjoy the gala," he said.


Ezra nodded respectfully at the man and they passed in through the grand wooden doors into the main ballroom. The stringed instrument ensemble they could hear from outside was louder here, tucked away in the corner, their bows sliding gracefully on metal strings.


The two teens separated briefly, scouting different exits in case of emergency, then came back together and began a systematic sweep of the two-story ballroom, working their way around the room.


Bail Organa spotted them from the overhanging balcony, and casually made his way downstairs to meet them by the refreshment table.


"The stars are oddly bright tonight," he commented, looking at them over a glass of Rodian wine.


"Well, all three moons are new this month," Sabine replied with practiced ease.


Bail relaxed, looking them over and marveling. "I almost didn't recognize you," he said.


Sabine nudged Ezra's shoulder with her own pointedly and smugly. "We have grown quite a bit, Senator," she quipped.


"Leia very much wanted to be here tonight. But alas," the Senator sighed. "Duty elsewhere called her away."


"We're always happy to help, Senator," Ezra said. Lowering his voice, he leaned to whisper. "What do you need us to do?"


Bail matched his volume, coming closer, speaking quietly. "See that blonde officer at the stairwell?" he said.


They nodded, glancing that way and spotting him.


"Moff Herizod?" Ezra guessed, pulling the name from his memory of the briefing notes.


"His office is on the second floor, down the hall just past his private gallery," Bail told them, before straightening back up and reaching past them for a chunk of expensive cheese. "Take care not to be seen," he cautioned.


They both nodded, letting the man move past them and reenter the crowd. Ezra did a quick scan of the ballroom, noting guard placements, crowd clusters, and the movements of various Imperial officers around the open floor.


"So how do we get back there without looking suspicious?" he whispered aside to Sabine.


She was already planning out their route in her head, watching fine-dressed guests wander up to the balcony and pass through an archway into the gallery hall beyond. "We might need to mingle a little," she said.


She led the way, her hand slipping down to grasp his, and pulled him through the crowd, pausing them every so often so they could make small talk with diplomats and waitstaff.


Very carefully, they made their way up the grand staircase, walked under the arch, and began poking through the rooms of the gallery. There were fewer guests here, which meant that most of their small talk was directed at each other, as they weaved their way through and commented on the pieces. Ezra let Sabine ramble excitedly whenever they came to a particularly interesting item, checking their six, watching the others and sensing out for any possible danger.


A vague prickle buzzed his senses and he surreptitiously reached in and tugged on Sabine's arm, alerting her to the approach of one Moff Herizod himself.


Sabine timed her next comment to his arrival.


"There were only four of these in existence so it must have cost, jeez, ten, twelve million at least."


"Fifteen, to be precise." Both teens turned to see the man walk up and stop in front of the pedestal, ice blue eyes contrasting with his slicked-back blonde hair, a drink lazily held in his gloved hand. "It's rare to find young people with a genuine knowledge of fine art these day," he complimented, extending his free hand.


Ezra took it, shaking it once, firmly, trying not to let the crawling feeling prickling on his arms show on his face. "Moff Herizod," he said, "the pleasure is ours."


"Are you an artist yourself, miss?" the man asked, flicking eyes to Sabine.


"I wish!" she laughed.


Ezra grinned and wrapped a hand around her shoulder, privately bemused by the irony. "Yuna just has a near-encyclopedic knowledge of fine art. And expensive taste," he added in a light tease.


She elbowed him, and Ezra flinched playfully. The Moff seemed faintly amused by them, shifting again to Sabine to ask more questions about her artistic know-how. Sabine played well-read but not too familiar with traditionally "subversive" artists. They chatted for a few moments while Ezra nodded and tried to pretend he wasn't jittery about talking to an Imperial Moff.


Moff Herizod glanced up from overtop his drink, emerging from the polite conversation. "Well, I must attend to my other guests," he said, and Ezra unconsciously relaxed.


"Of course, we understand," he said.


The Imperial's icy exterior still had a trace of warm interest. "I hope this isn't presumptuous of me to ask, but would you and your girlfriend care to stay for the afterparty?" he asked. Angling back towards Sabine he said, "I'd love to speak more about your assessment of my collection."


Ezra realized he was once again holding Sabine's hand and quickly let go. "Oh, no, we're not—" he started to explain.


"Interested," Sabine interrupted, wrapping both hands around his arm with affection. "Unfortunately my father set a very strict curfew time this dork has to have me home by," she continued, pressing a noisy kiss to his cheek. "But we appreciate the offer," she assured the Imperial, beaming brightly.


Ezra raised an eyebrow but Moff Herizod just nodded with understanding and bade them a quick, "Good evening, then." before eagerly crossing the room to catch another Imperial, greeting the man with enthusiasm.


Ezra tilted his head at Sabine, looking at her in sidelong confusion. "What are you doing?" he asked, not irritated just vaguely bewildered. "Are we changing our cover story?"


Sabine grinned. They had originally intended to pass as siblings, though not even Sabine's best dye and make-up jobs could give them more than a vague surface resemblance. This made things much easier.


"Just roll with it," she told him, leaning her head on his shoulder very deliberately. "You might have fun."


A cheeky glint was already starting to glimmer in his eye.


He rose to the challenge expertly, with casual affectionate touches that made them seem very much in love indeed. Soft kisses, brushing feather-light across her lips. A warm hand on the small of her back. Sabine was much happier with this arrangement, keeping her hands on Ezra as much as she could.


They continued to pick their way through the gallery until they found the back entrance that led to the hallway outside the Moff's office.


Mission mode snapped on for both of them then, and they snuck down the hall with furtive taps of their feet, on edge for any sound of patrol, but all the Stormtroopers were stationed out in the ballroom, there was no one back here but them.


They found the office quickly, planted listening devices and sliced into the man's desk computer, downloading files and copying information and codes. Adrenaline pumped in a steady rhythm inside them until they had finished, grabbed the copied data and hidden it in the secret fold of Ezra's jacket.


Sabine trotted quickly back down the hall towards the gallery with Ezra paces behind her. She skidded to an awkward halt on her heels, barring Ezra's chest with an arm to stop him a moment.


"Wait," she said, spotting a Stormtrooper posted inside the gallery and quickly thinking of an idea to throw off his potential suspicions. She swiveled around to Ezra, unbuttoning his collar and mussing his clothes a bit.


"Um..." he said, blushing a little at her close proximity. "We are kind of on-mission, Sabine," he reminded her.


"Shh," she shushed, flicking the shoulder strap of her dress down so that it dangled on her arm. "Pretend you're re-dressing," she whispered.


Dazed, he reached up and fumbled with the buttons with one hand, as she took his other one and pulled him, giggling, through the door.


The trooper stationed inside glanced their way once briefly, seeing their flushed, ruddy, giddy expressions and the messy way they were trying to set their clothes right and he snorted loudly, turning his head.


Thrilled at having pulled off their ruse, Sabine let her hand slide back into Ezra's, walking with him back out to the balcony of the grand ballroom. The soft music hit her ears and the golden lights dazzled her eyes a moment; blinking, she adjusted, a somber pang moving through her chest as she realized their task was all but complete.


She hesitated on the top step, foot raised indecisively.


Ezra turned to her in concern, the eyeshades that tinted his eyes green not hiding the soft way he looked at her. "Sabine?" he whispered, worry tracing his voice.


She inhaled slowly.


"...Dance with me? For a moment?" she asked, eyes turned up at him, almost begging.


He smiled, such a warm and beautiful gesture it made her insides melt, and gave a little nod. He led her carefully down the staircase, supporting her when one foot wobbled unsteadily on the unfamiliar heels. She blushed as his steady hands clutched her elbows, her heart giving an odd jittery thump inside her chest.


She pressed into him once they reached the floor, winding arms softly around his neck, leaning her cheek against his collar and just letting him... sway with her, turning them slowly in time to the soft waltz that was playing from the corner.


Just for a moment, she told herself, resting comfortably against him. Just long enough that it doesn't look... weird.


But she already knew that was an excuse. She wanted to be next to him, close to him. Wanted to pretend for a few minutes the Empire and the Rebellion and everything else didn't exist, pretend they were normal kids on an actual date.


As they turned she spotted Bail smiling knowingly at them and for once felt no shame, merely holding Ezra tighter and savoring every moment until they had to slip away, furtive into the night, their mission accomplished and the cool wind biting on their skin.
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Summary


Ezra Bridger began his training to become an Inquisitor when he was seven years old, right after his parents were killed for treason and down one arm. When he was seventeen, he left the Imperial Inquisition after ten long years of suffering and darkness.


Six months after he deserted, Ezra meets a bounty hunter that will change his life. For better or for worse is still up for hot debate, though it really depends on who you ask.
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Part One: Moon


Garel is a gorgeous planet.


Two moons, rock formations carved by the wind scattered across the planet's surface, large cities built in even larger craters, and dozens of very scenic views...


His Master’s ID9 seeker droids, however, are not one of those “scenic views.”


Ezra waits until the droids have flown past him before shoving the vent open, wiggling his way out of it, and sitting on the flat duracrete roof of one of Garel’s spaceports. Taking in the relief brought on by the planet's constant dusk sky. He can still hear his Master and Tano fighting bellow, their shouts echoing through the vent and up towards him.


“The Force-sensitive Dhara Leonis is rumored to be in hiding on Garel, Lord Vader has tasked us with bringing her to Fortress Inquisitorius, or terminating her.” The Seventh Sister had said, leading Ezra towards the hangar where their TIEs waited. Her gloved hand resting on his shoulder, her touch was as icy as usual. “Do you understand, Apprentice? Failure to bring in Leonis will be met with swift punishment.”


“I understand, Master.”


“Good boy.”


Ezra wasn’t surprised when Ahsoka Tano showed up to save Leonis - the Force-sensitive student from an Imperial Academy on a backwater planet. It seemed that wherever he and his Master went, Tano wasn’t too far behind. Half the time it felt like the Jedi was hunting them and not the other way around.


Usually, when Tano showed up, it was bad. It meant that the success rate of whatever mission Ezra and his Master had been on automatically dropped. They didn’t win very often where Tano was concerned, and failure was always met with harsh - painful - consequences in the Imperial Inquisition.


Today, however, Tano’s appearance is welcome. Ezra isn’t worried about having to face the Grand Inquisitor and either explain his failure or “celebrate” his success in aiding someone else’s fall to the Dark Side.


Because today, Ezra will escape the Inquisitorius. And Tano is the perfect person to distract his Master long enough for him to do just that.


“I have no time for you today, Jedi.” Seven said, Dhara Leonis standing behind her, hands bound behind her back and eyes wide with fear and hope. Ezra never missed the way Tano bristled when being addressed as a Jedi.


“I don’t plan on taking up much of your precious time, Inquisitor.” Tano retorted, her hands hovered over her lightsabers. “Let her go and I’ll be on my way.”


Leonis yelped as Seven Force pushed her towards Ezra. “Watch her, Apprentice.” Seven ordered, she reached over her shoulder and pulled her circular lightsaber hilt from where it was clipped to her back. Igniting the dual blades and charging at Tano.


Ezra can see Leonis slipping away from the spaceport, hastily disappearing into the crowded streets. One more Force-sensitive safe from the Inquisitorius. Hopefully.


A sharp warning in the Force alerts Ezra to more of his Master’s ID9 seeker droids, he stands quickly, letting the vent grate fall shut as he glances over his shoulder to see three of his Master’s droids heading towards him. Light on his feet - as one trained to be a Jedi hunter would be - Ezra turns on his heel and runs towards the other end of the roof, taking a deep breath before jumping onto a smaller, dome-shaped one.


Keeping his momentum, Ezra slides down the side of the building, then pushes off the wall and narrowly avoids getting hit by a passing shuttle as he leaps towards the next building, rolling to a relatively safe stop on the flat roof before unclipping his lightsaber from his belt and - in one smooth, flowing motion - slicing his Master’s nosy droids in half.


Ezra allows himself a moment to catch his breath before placing his lightsaber back on his belt and stepping across the building's flat roof towards a ventilation shaft. He yanks the vent clean ff its hinges with his left hand and carefully slides into it, only falling for a brief moment before he presses his hands and feet against the slides to slow his descent.


“I - I don’t understand.” Leonis sputtered as Ezra dragged her behind his Master’s TIE to unlock the binders. “You're an Inquisitor.”


“Not by choice,” Ezra said, he grinned as the binders chirped before falling to the ground. Leonis rubbed her wrists while Ezra peaked past the TIEs wings, eyeing the fight between his Master and Tano that was still going strong. “Now go, before it’s too late.”


"Why are you helping me?"


"Had a change in heart."


Leonis considers this answer with a raised brow before shaking her head, focusing back on the matter at hand. "What about you?”


“I’ve been planning this escape for years, I know what I’m doing. Go.”


Ezra watches two Star Commuter 2000 shuttles from inside the vent, one of them is boarding, another is refueling.


A shiver runs down Ezra’s spine as he waits for the first shuttle to finish boarding and leave so he can steal the second, even though he’s on the other side of Garel’s spaceport, he’s still tense and weary. Waiting for his Master to burst into the hangar at any moment, Tano’s lightsaber and shoto clipped to her belt like trophies as she drags him to Mustafa, or worse, back to Fortress Inquisitorius.


The name sends ice into his blood and drags up memories that he’s suppressed with so much force that he can’t fully remember them anymore, just the pain and fear that always follows. Death on Mustafa would be better than going back to Fortress Inquisitorius, but death is a mercy, and while the Inquisitorius is many things, merciful is not one of them.


“What do you think you’re doing, Apprentice?” The Seventh Sister sneered as she Force-shoved Tano. The Jedi recovered quickly and neatly flipped over Ezra’s Master, landing gracefully on her feet and bringing her white sabers down on Seven, who raised her scarlet blade to block the attack.


Something long overdue, Ezra thought to himself, he grinned at his Master, then climbed up a few stacked crates to reach the vent high on the wall. His Master gave an enraged shout as she swept Tano’s legs out from under her and reaching out her hand, Ezra froze.


“This burst of boldness will not fare well for you, child.”


The first shuttle finishes boarding and takes off while a Rodian woman comes to start refueling the second shuttle. Every moment Ezra’s hiding and not blasting off into hyperspace, he’s pushing his luck farther and farther, he would mind trick the Rodian into leaving, but it would mean opening himself to the Force, and that’ll lead his Master right to him.


“Kriff it,” Ezra mutters, quietly pushing open the vent and sliding out. He lands silently in a crouch, the Rodian steps away from the shuttle, tapping at the datapad and leaning against the hull.


Ezra slowly approaches the shuttle, his footsteps quiet as always. He presses himself against the opposite side of the shuttle, carefully creeping towards the Rodian when two more of his Master's seeker droids fly into the hanger. The Rodian woman looks up from the datapad, eyeing the droids suspiciously.


“Uh, this hanger is closed?” She tells them. Ezra quickly comes up behind her


“Sorry,” Ezra says, pulling out his lightsaber and slicing it across the Rodians chest.


He struggled against his Master’s hold on him through the Force, but it was to no avail. She had always been stronger than him.


Thankfully, Tano was stronger than both of them.


The Jedi stood behind his Master, a hand clenched into a fist. The grip Seventh Sister had on Ezra snapped and he sagged in relief.


“I’m growing tired of your games, Jedi.” Seven sneered, ridged in Tano’s telekinetic grasp. “I have a few people to retrieve if you don’t mind.”


“You,” Tano said, firmly. She raised her hand, Seven rose with it, suspended in the air. “Are not going anywhere.”


“I’d beg to differ.” Seven grinned, even as Tano’s grip on her through the Force didn’t weaken.


“I wouldn’t.”


With a swift flick of her wrist, Tano flung Seventh Sister into the stack of crates below Ezra. His Master’s yell was abruptly cut off as she sagged, unconscious.


His spinning red blade cuts both droids into pieces that fall to the ground. Ezra breathes a sigh of relief, blue eyes landing on the Rodian’s corpse. He sighs, bending down to slide her eyelids shut. He didn’t want to kill anyone, but he also didn’t trust that she'd keep quiet...even with this logic - excuse - Ezra digs the palms of his hands into his eyes, holding his saber in a white-knuckled grip.


Whatever it takes, he reminds himself. Whatever it takes to escape.


He gently pries the datapad from the Rodian’s cold fingers, checking the shuttle's refueling process before stepping towards the boarding ramp. His experience with anything more than a TIE is lacking, but he knows enough about flying to start up the shuttle and get in the air. An RX pilot droid’s head swivels to face him.


“I’m sorry, but there are no more flights scheduled for this evening.” The droid informs him. “If you contact-”


Ezra slices the droids head clean off with his saber, passing it and beginning the shuttles start-up process. “Tired of droids getting in my way.”


“Go, I’ll keep her busy,” Tano said, her eyes flicked to his dazed Master.


Ezra stared at Tano from inside the vent, wide-eyed. “Thank you.”


Tano nodded, a light, understanding smile on her face. “Go...and be careful.”


It was Ezra’s turn to nod his head, he ducked back into the vent and crawled away. His Master’s snarl sent a shiver down his spine and froze him with terror. He heard her lightsaber ignite with a snap-hiss!


Ezra hadn’t known why he felt so confident in Tano’s abilities to keep his Master away for him long enough to escape. Maybe it was because she was infamous among the Inquisitors, known for her graceful skill and power in the Force. Maybe it was the way she smiled at him like she understood having to abandon something as big as the Imperial Inquisition...but it didn’t matter why Tano decided to help him, she’s a Jedi. That’s just what they do.


Belatedly, Ezra realizes that slicing off the RX droid's head was probably not the smartest move as the shuttle shoots into the atmosphere. Such a clean slash could be traced back to him if Imperials got hold of the shuttle again.


Still, he allows himself a grin. It's not like he has to return the shuttle right away, if ever. All that matters now is that he made it, he made it, he made it--


In the infinite dark void of space, right over Garel, are two Imperial Star Destroyers. The grin slides off Ezra’s face as the communications crackle with static.


“Civilian transport shuttle Star Commuter 2000, your craft has been identified as stolen, attempt to flee and you will be fired upon.”


“Sorry, Mr. Imperial Star Destroyer,” Ezra says, preparing a rushed jump to hyperspace. “Got places to be, things to do, you get the gist.”


The stars smear and blur together, blue and white lines filling the shuttle's viewport. A smile slides its way back onto Ezra’s face as he vanishes into the open arms of hyperspace.


He made it.


 


 


“Leave us.” The Seventh Sister snarls. Immediately, everyone in the office clears out. Fumbling over themselves in their haste. She sets the holoprojector down on the floor before lowering herself to her knees before it.


“Ah, Seventh Sister. I take it you have Dhara Leonis in Imperial custody?” The Grand Inquisitor asks, calmly. The blue of the hologram lights up the room in stark contrast with the dull gray walls.


Seven bows her head lower, “no, my lord. The Jedi Ahsoka Tano...intervened on Leonis’ behalf.”


“Well, surely you at least apprehended the Jedi…”


“No, my lord, she got away.”


The Grand Inquisitor hums at this, yellow eyes narrowed. He glances around the room. “And what of your...Apprentice? Where is he?”


Seven didn’t respond.


“So,” he continues, quiet rage bubbling behind his eyes. “Not only have you failed to retrieve the Force-sensitive Dhara Leonis, but you also lost your Apprentice.” The Grand Inquisitor pauses, letting his words sink in before adding, “is that right, Seventh Sister?”


“Yes.” Seven says through gritted teeth.


“Hm, how unfortunate. This level of failure comes as a shock, even from you.” The Grand Inquisitor says, his tone harsh and biting as he stares down at the Seventh Sister with disdain.


“Please, my lord, let me retrieve my wayward Apprentice. He is powerful in the Force and could continue to be of great use to the Inqusitorius.” Seven says, looking up to meet the Grand Inquisitors’ sickly yellow gaze.


He considers the Seventh Sister proposition, hands clasped firmly behind his back. “No,” the Grand Inquisitor declares, “your Apprentice is smarter than you give him credit for. Dispatching Inquisitors to hunt him down would be what he’s expecting us to do.”


“Well then what exactly do you expect us to do?” Seven says with a glare. “Let one of our most powerful assets slip through our fingers, my lord?”


“I expected you to be able to control your Apprentice, Seventh Sister.” The Grand Inquisitor snaps. “We will not send Inquisitors to hunt him down, yet. Instead, we will wait for him to let his guard slip, allow bounty hunters to do the hard work for us. Then, we will strike. and collect what is ours.”


Seven nods, eyes on the floor. “Yes, my lord.”


The holoprojector clicks off, the blue glow fading from the room and plunging Seven into familiar darkness.


 


 


Sabine glares at her partner as the older teen shoves a holopuck in her face. “What, Ketsu?” She huffs, swatting at the device and turning her attention back to the helmet in her lap.


“New bounty just went up.” She explains, eagerly. Leaning in the doorway and watching Sabine paint. The young Mandalorian glances up at her through a curtain of dark blue hair, the tips tied a bright, lively orange.


“Well? What does it say?” Sabine prompts.


In response, Ketsu tosses the holopuck at her, forcing Sabine to drop the still-wet helmet. Paint splatters on the floor and she raises a sharp brow. “You’re cleaning that up.”


“Yeah, right.” Sabine laughs, pointedly setting the airbrush she’d been using on the floor, too.


“The walls are one thing, but paint on the floor of my ship is another. You're cleaning it up.”


Sabine rolls her eyes and scans the holopuck, anticipation sparking in her eyes. Black Sun’s ship, she thinks. The crime syndicate has been helping them over the last year, providing them with a small ship and credits in exchange for their undying loyalty and skill with a blaster. A price that reminds Sabine of her days as an Imperial cadet and leaves a bitter taste in her mouth. Most of their work has been smuggling and retrieving Imperial fugitives. Although hunting down the Empire's criminals makes her uneasy, it pays more than their usual smuggling.


“As long as it puts food on the table.” Ketsu would say whenever Sabine had doubts.


“As long as it puts food on the table.” Sabine would echo.


Her jaw drops as she skims the holopuck a second time, just to make sure she’s not hallucinating. “I didn’t know bounties could go that high.” She murmured.


“It’s for some Inquisitor who deserted a few rotations ago. The Thirteenth Brother.” Ketsu says, sitting down next to Sabine.


“I can see that.” Sabine snaps, eyeing the picture displayed on the holo. Smooth jawline, a gently sloping nose, dark hair, and deep, angry golden eyes. The Thirteenth Brother didn’t look much older than her, she noticed.


“Black Son’s agreed to give us the tools required to bring in an Inquisitor,” Ketsu says, slowly, deliberately. “Force-suppressors, a better ship with long-range scanners and comms, all the bells and whistles.”


“If we agree to take the job, that is,” Sabine clarifies. “We’ve never gone after an Inquisitor before.”


“There’s a first time for everything.”


Sabine kicks her partner in the shin, glaring at her. “This isn’t a game, Ketsu! You’re seriously considering going after an Inquisitor?”


“I’m seriously considering the number of credits we'll get if we pull this off!” Ketsu counters, ignoring the colorful string of curses Sabine mutters under her breath. The older teen sighs, placing a hand on Sabine’s shoulder. “Listen, I know it’s risky, but the reward is worth every drop of blood. We’ll prove ourselves to Black Sun, become the best bounty hunters in the galaxy, and then we won’t have to answer to anybody. Not even the Empire.”


Sabine shoves her hand away, glancing back at the holopuck. The number of credits would be worth it, it’s not every day you get the chance to bring in an Inquisitor.


But, on the other hand, Inquisitor. A highly trained, deadly, Force-sensitive Inquisitor against two teens with a death wish. The odds aren't exactly in their favor.


...When are they ever?


“I want thermal detonators, vambraces, and the best Force-suppressors on the market,” Sabine says, firmly. She bends over to pick up Ketsu’s helmet and the airbrush.


“Knew you’d come around,” Ketsu smirks, wrapping Sabine in a quick one-armed hug before pushing off the bed and stepping out of her room.


“Kriff off.” Sabine scoffs, a ghost of a smile graces her lips as the door slides shut with a mechanical hiss.
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“We’re close, shouldn’t be much farther.”


“You’ve been saying that for the past ten minutes.”


Ketsu turns to face Sabine with a sigh, hands on her hips. “Blame this kriffing planet.” She says, waving a frustrated hand out over the grassy plains of Lothal. “It’s just miles and miles of fields.”


Sabine groans, pulling off her helmet. Lothal is a boring planet, its simple beauty and tranquil ambiance sets her blood on fire. A cool breeze tugs at her newly dyed blonde hair as she stares out at the sea of high, golden grass. This planet is far too calm to house their target, who - in the last six months that they’ve been hunting him - has proven to be unsurprisingly adept at hiding. Hopping from planet to planet whenever the young bounty hunters got too close, but he won’t shake them this time. Sabine made sure of it.


She snatches the tracking fob away from Ketsu and waves it around, listening to it beep. “You put the chain code in correctly, right?”


“Yes,” Ketsu huffs, the image of an exasperated older sister. “Stars, Sabine, I put the chain code in correctly. Did you tag the right ship?”


“Of course I did,” Sabine says, still waving the tracking fob in the air, slowly this time. It chirps faster, more urgently the farther away they are from Capital City. “This way.”


Ketsu grumbles but lets Sabine take the lead. The two wade through knee-deep golden grass, keeping low and ready, fingers itching towards blasters as the quiet beeping turns shrill. A tall, abandoned communications tower looms overhead, the durasteel rusting with age.


A Star Commuter 2000 rests at the base of the tower. The tracking fob goes crazy.


Sabine shoves her helmet back on and lowers her ranger-finder down over the viewplate, scanning the tower for any lifeforms. “Nothing.” She reports.


“There has to be something,” Ketsu says, frustration coloring her voice. “We’ve been hunting The Thirteenth Brother for months, there has to be something!”


“Hey, you're the one who insisted we take this job.” Sabine glares, raising her rangefinder and adjusting her new vambraces. “You knew hunting an Inquisitor wasn't going to be easy!”


Whatever retort Ketsu was planning to throw at Sabine dies on her tongue as a tell-tale hiss fills the air. A shadowed figure dressed in black leaps from the grassy plain directly behind them, swinging a blood-red lightsaber.


“Move!” Ketsu warns, shoving Sabine to the ground just as the Inquisitor swings his scarlet blade at her.


Recovering quickly, the young bounty hunters jump to their feet, blasters aimed and ready. Sabine wastes no time, firing off two shots, each deflected back at her. She rolls and activates her plasma shield, raising it just in time to block the blaster fire.


Ketsu charges from behind, swiping at the Inquisitor with her staff. The Thirteenth Brother turns quickly, dodging the strike. Ketsu follows up with three blaster bolts, the first two miss but the third hits home, grazing the Inquisitor's left arm, leaving behind a trail of sparks. He doesn’t even flinch, instead, he sidesteps another one of Ketsu’s strikes, grabbing her staff with the same arm that got shot, and snaps it in two.


Somewhat shocked, Sabine lowers her shield and turns a blazing jet of flames on the Inquisitor, the dry grass around them catches fire and quickly spreads, filling the air with smoke and trapping the Inquisitor in a ring of fire. The Thirteenth Brother lets out a short chuckle, igniting the other end of his lightsaber with a flourish. The blood-red light and orange flames reflected in his eyes sends a shiver down Sabine’s spine. He looks every bit like the killer he was trained to be.


“Come quietly, save yourself the trouble,” Ketsu says, firmly. Her voice is slightly distorted by her helmet.


The Thirteenth Brother smirks, then lunges. Ketsu takes a step back to dodge the blow, then delivers one of her own, landing a solid punch. The Inquisitor shakes out his jaw, spitting blood and charging at them again. Sabine stays on the edge, the fire singeing her clothes as she prowls around the grassy plain, placing charges. Once they’re set, she joins the fight, raising her vambraces and firing a few paralyzing darts at the Inquisitor. None of them hit their mark.


Frustrated, she pulls out her WESTAR-35 blasters and shoots, careful not to hit Ketsu as she and the Inquisitor dance to deadly music. The crackle of the fire and the low hum of the Thirteenth Brother’s lightsaber distracts Sabine while simultaneously improving her focus.


The Inquisitor slashes at Ketsu, drawing a shallow gash across her helmet and forcing her to step back towards the fire surrounding them. “Leave, save me the trouble of having to kill you.” The Inquisitor demands, his voice isn't as threatening as Sabine had expected it to be. He sounds...young. Ready to kill and yet hesitant. Offering them mercy even when they didn’t. She doesn’t linger on the thought, hesitance works in her favor.


Sabine pulls out one of many detonators hidden on her belt, triggering the explosive charges shrouded by the tall grass of the prairie. Half a dozen charges shake the ground. Blowing chunks of dirt and debris everywhere.


The Inquisitor falters, lightsaber falling from his hand and shutting off with a low hiss. Ears ringing, Sabine fires a grappling line, grinning as it wraps around him. The Inquisitor twists, struggling to free himself when Ketsu fires her line, practically radiating triumph as she pulls her line close, keeping it tight. Sabine does the same, the Thirteenth Brother grunts, rigid. His fingers inch towards his fallen saber, it responds to his call, albeit slowly.


Ketsu discreetly loads her blowgun with a Force-suppression dart, still keeping a tight grip on the grappling line while Sabine picks up the Inquisitor's lightsaber, examining it before hooking it securely on her belt.


The Thirteenth Brother regards them with an almost relaxed stare, his eyes painted a faded gold - unlike the furious yellow they were in the holopuck - as if the color was slowly draining from his irises. His hair is longer, too. The bristly, cropped style exchanged for soft locks that rest just shy of his shoulders. He flexes his cybernetic hand and grins at them. “Gotta say, I’m impressed.” He jests, sweat trickling down his forehead. “You’re the first hunters to get this far.”


“Quiet,” Sabine says curtly, kicking the backs of the Inquisitor's knees and watching him stumble.


“Alright, alright.” He mutters, a smirk graces his lips as he shifts under the grappling line. “Since talking like civilized people isn’t an option…”


The lightsaber at her hip suddenly ignites, one of its scarlet blades burning into her thigh. Sabine yelps at the sharp pain, letting go of her grappling line and ripping the lightsaber off her belt, throwing it to the ground where it promptly shuts off.


“Sabine!” Ketsu shouts, blowgun forgotten as she digs her heels into the ground, trying to keep the Inquisitor from escaping. “The line!”


The smell of her own burning flesh mixing with the smoke of the fire surrounding them makes her head spin, Sabine grits her teeth against the pain and fires another line, it doesn’t wrap around the Inquisitor as well as it should, her aim is off and she feels lightheaded. Which is stupid. They’re so close, all she has to do now is hold onto the line...


The Inquisitor struggles as the two bounty hunters pull against the line in opposite directions, effectively restricting his movement. He strains against the grappling lines, reaching with his left arm, the cybernetic one, calling to his lightsaber again. Ketsu releases her line, so abruptly that Sabine stumbles, giving the Inquisitor enough time to get his feet under him and yank Sabine’s end of the grappling line forward, hurling her across the field.


“Sabine!” Ketsu growls, ducking under the Inquisitor's blade and scampering across the plain towards the forgotten blowgun. Sabine blinks heavily, blood dripping from a gash on her brow. Her head feels like it's stuffed with cotton, everything sounds muffled. The low - somewhat soothing - hum of the Inquisitor's lightsaber, the crackling ring of fire surrounding them, boxing in the fight...


The hiss of air after a blow darts has been fired, the Inquisitors sharp in-take of breath as he lashes out with his saber, and Ketsu’s pained gasp as she clutches at an area of skin that isn’t covered by beskar armor.


Sabine rolls over, trying to crawl towards Ketsu as she stumbles away. The Thirteenth Brother wobbles on unsteady feet, thrown off balance by the Force-suppression dart. The last thing she sees is Ketsu’s apologetic, purple gaze as she takes off her helmet and runs.


 


 


“I can’t decide if that was the bravest thing anyone’s ever done or the stupidest.”


Sabine jolts awake. Immediately, the day's events come rushing back to her, along with a dull pain in her leg. She glances down at the wound, only to find it concealed by a bacta patch. She tries to reach a hand to her cut brow, but her hands are tied with a thick synthrope. Fantastic.


Sitting up as much as she can with her hands bound above her head, Sabine glances around, taking in her surroundings as specs of dust drift lazily in the air, illuminated by the dim lights of an equally dusty room.


A few stormtrooper helmets rest on an old shelf, the rusty ladder that she's tied to leads up to a small loft, a large circular vent near the entrance, and there - on a creaky desk in the corner of the room - is her gear. Her helmet, detonators, long-range commlink, blasters, vambraces, and the broken remains of the tracking fob. All just out of her reach.


The Thirteenth Brother leans in a shadowed corner, near the desk with all her gear. The words she wants to say stick in her throat. “Where am I?” She demands instead, glaring at the Inquisitor. She’d expected to be dead in a grassy field, not in some old room with her bounty.


“I knew there was a bounty on my head, but not many have tried to collect. It’s a dangerous job.” The Thirteenth Brother says, steamrolling over her question. “Your partner figured that out. Perks of being a rogue Inquisitor, no one bothers you. Usually.”


“If you're going to kill me, kill me.” Sabine taunts, twisting her wrists, trying to loosen the synthrope.


The Inquisitor heaves a heavy sigh, tired and exasperated. His movements are slow, still slightly off-balance from the Force-suppression dart. At least Ketsu did something right, Sabine thinks bitterly.


“If I wanted to kill you, you would already be dead.”


“Then what are you waiting for?”


“Do you want me to kill you?” The Inquisitor snaps, frustrated. He pushes off the wall, into the dim light of the room, still dressed in the singed, torn clothes from early. “Because that can be arranged. I didn’t have to help you, I could’ve easily left you for dead just like your partner did!”


The words cut, sharp as a knife. Sabine hardens, glaring at the Inquisitor as he rakes a hand through his hair. “Look,” He sighs, “I’m not going to kill you, I try not to do...that anymore. But if you still have intentions to collect my bounty…”


The threat hangs in the air, clear as day. The Inquisitor regards her with a cool look, his lightsaber clipped to his belt. Sabine glances at the weapon, then at her bounty. He could easily kill her, here and now, if she makes the wrong decision. She’s in no position to fight him. So she has to play along.


“...No. I don’t,” Sabine says, lying through her teeth. The Thirteenth Brother stares at her, searching. She tenses up under his gaze.


“Then I won’t kill you.” He states, slowly. Scoping Sabine’s gear into a duffel bag, he moves towards the entrance.


“Where are you going?” Sabine asks.


“Out, don’t move, or I’ll tie you to the ladder.” The Inquisitor pauses in the doorway, letting the last licks of sunlight drift into the room. “Oh, wait.”


Sabine glares at him with all the spite she can manage, which is a lot. The Inquisitor flashes her a wry grin before stepping out of the room.


 


 


As expected, the bounty hunter's partner is nowhere to be found.


Ezra sighs, shouldering the bag full of the young Mandalorians gear. He’s impressed, really. And somewhat flattered. The Empire misses him so much that they finally upped their game and sent Mandalorians to bring him in. It’d be touching if he wasn’t so pissed.


Keeping the young bounty hunter alive is already starting to give Ezra a headache, but he can’t keep killing every hunter that comes after him. He’ll never put the Inquisitorious behind him if he keeps falling back on its teachings. And besides, if he lets her go, she’ll run right back to the Imperials, and then he’ll have to pack up his meager belongings and leave Lothal. The Empire has taken enough from him, he won’t let them take his home, too.


Jumping on his speeder, he heads back to his tower after a long evening of searching. Hopefully, the other bounty hunter learned her lesson, but with his luck, he’ll be seeing her again. It’s only a matter of time, now.


When Ezra gets back to the tower, he doesn’t need to tap into the Force to know that something’s amiss. Well, he can’t open the Force even if he wanted to, not with the suppression dart the bounty hunters shot him with still flowing through his veins.


The turbo-lift feels slower than usual, rusted gears scraping up the walls. Finally, the old doors slide open and he strides towards the entrance. Cautiously, he steps into the room.


Only to find the Mandalorian bounty hunter is gone. Kriff-


Suddenly, the bounty hunter jumps down from the loft, landing solidly on Ezra and knocking the air right out of his lungs as he hits the ground. To her credit, the Mandalorian works quickly, tying the synthrope that Ezra had used on her around his own hands.


“I help you and then you jump me?” Ezra grunts, breaking free of the synthrope with his left arm before turning over, pinning the bounty hunter to the ground. “You Mandalorians are so hard to please.”


“You know, you could always let me go since I'm so difficult!” The bounty hunter snaps, kneeing Ezra in the stomach. He stumbles back with a cough, clutching his ribs. The bounty hunter reaches for the duffel bag on his shoulder, but thankfully, Ezra has enough sense to twist away from her, denying the Mandalorian her weapons.


“Yeah, that’s not happening. Nice try, though.” Ezra chuckles, a bit breathlessly. The Mandalorian makes for the door, and he catches her arm with his cybernetic one and yanks, tossing the bounty hunter into a durasteel shelf with more force than is strictly necessary.


Half a dozen plastoid stormtrooper helmets clatter to the floor, Ezra winces as the bounty hunter shakily rises to her feet, grabbing a helmet and chucking it at him. He catches the first two she hurls at him and gently sets them on the ground. They are some of his prized possessions, after all.


Unfortunately, the bounty hunter has no respect for his prized possessions as she bashes one of the plastoid helmets against his skull, making him see stars. Ezra wobbles precariously, blinking heavily and willing his blurred vision to clear. Just in time, too. The bounty hunter snatches the bag with her gear and dashes towards the door, surprisingly fast for someone with an injured leg.


Wishing for the Force, Ezra pushes himself to his feet and darts after the bounty hunter. He’s tired now, he’s gone soft in his months away from the Inquisitorious. A little Force suppression dart and a blow to the head shouldn't bring him down. He’s dealt with much worse, no way is he going to let another bounty hunter slip through his fingers.


Durasteel fingers close around the bounty hunter's small wrist, dragging her back just as she reaches the lift. She kicks at him, prying at fingers that won’t budge. She hurls curses at him, but Ezra is exhausted and chooses to ignore them. Had he been any other Inquisitor, he would have run the Mandalorian through with his lightsaber by now. But he promised not to kill her as long as she promised not to collect his bounty. She did promise, but she was lying through her teeth. He knows she was.


(It doesn’t matter in the long run, though, does it? The other bounty hunter still got away, and odds are she’s probably telling her superior where he is right now, they’ll be coming for him. The Grand Inquisitor himself might show up at Ezra’s doorstep. Ready to drag him back to Fortress Inquisitorius and torture him back to the Dark Side.


His only leverage against the other bounty hunter is her partner, but keeping her has only caused him more problems. It’s a pointless waste of time and energy. He should just let the Mandalorian bounty hunter go now, it’s the right thing to do, isn’t it? Let her go and leave Lothal as soon as possible, get as far away as he can, and disappear. Or should he keep her, try and use her as bait to cover his escape?)


Digging his free hand into his eyes, Ezra glares at the Mandalorian, snatching the bag of weapons away from her and tossing it up onto the loft, far out of her reach. “Okay, first of all, ow,” Ezra says, gingerly touching the back of his head. The bounty hunter's eyes are void of any sympathy or remorse. She looks smug if anything. "Second, I promised I wouldn’t kill you because I don’t do that anymore - and besides, I might need you - but you’re really testing my patience.”


At this, the bounty hunter freezes, boldly raising her warm brown eyes to meet his dull gold. “If you're trying to scare me, you’re doing a lousy job.” She spits with as much venom as humanly possible. This is another lie, Ezra can see it in her eyes. “I’m not afraid of you.”


“Good.” Ezra counters, his cybernetic arm still wrapped around the bounty hunter's wrist. "As long as you stay in line, you have nothing to be afraid of." She digs in her heels as he drags her around, Ezra ignores her attempts at rebellion and keeps walking, searching the room for anything he can use as binders.


His search turns up empty, and unwilling to use the synthrope again, he sighs before heading over to the entrance. Ezra pries open a panel near the entry and fiddles with the wires and mechanisms until he’s sure it's locked from the inside. Then he turns to face the bounty hunter.


“I’m only going to say this once, so you better listen well. I am not going back to Fortress Inquisitorius. Ever. Your partner probably told them where I am and my Master could be here at any moment. You are my insurance, I won’t hurt you as long as you behave.” Ezra explains, tightening his grip on the bounty hunter’s wrist. She squirms, pulling at his metal fingers. He ignores her discomfort. She needs to listen. “But if it comes down to me or you, I won’t hesitate to do what has to be done to ensure my freedom. Got it?”


The Mandalorian bounty hunter stares at him for a long moment, Ezra holds her gaze until she finally gives a sharp nod. He lets go of her wrist and scales the ladder up to the loft. “It’s late, you should rest.” He says, leaning back against the wall, his legs outstretched in front of him, lightsaber clipped to his belt, and the bag full of the bounty hunter's gear under his arm.


She glares up at him as she settles down against the desk in the corner, mindful of her injured leg. Now that the adrenaline's run its course, he can see the flickers of pain on her face. She tucks a strand of blond hair behind her ear and crosses her arms, defiantly staying awake. Ezra rolls his eyes, and leans his head back, tiredly listening to the hollowing wind outside. Night cycles on Lothal are usually calm, quiet, soothing. Everything is changing already and it hasn’t even been a day.


He hates the Mandalorian bounty hunters for coming to his home and ruining everything. He hates the Inquisitorius and the Empire for causing all of this, for turning him into their weapon. He hates himself for allowing it to happen.


Ezra taps his metal fingers against the floor of the loft, finally taking the time to look at the blaster scorch on his cybernetic arm. He feels nothing, the only indication of his tapping is the quiet sound. The bounty hunter glares harder, and Ezra ignores her harder. He wishes he could make her understand. This is nothing personal, he just needs to disappear, protect himself. He doesn't know if using her as leverage will work on her partner or not, it certainly won’t work on whatever Inquisitor they send to bring him in, but it’s worth a try, right? As long as he doesn’t hurt her, it’s okay, right? To use the bounty hunter for his own personal gain?


Banging his head against the wall, Ezra wishes he couldn’t feel any at all. Emotions and pain alike. Maybe that would make this decision easier.


Dreams
Chapter Notes


Mando’a: Shabuir = jerk but more intense || Cui ogir'olar = its irrelevant || K’uur = Hush.


Despite her best efforts, Sabine eventually falls asleep. Her dreams are choppy and confusing, one moment it’s her family, suffering at the hands of her horrible machine. Their proudly worn armor trapping them in electric pain. From their ashes Ketsu springs to life, only to turn her back and abandon her. Then it’s the Inquisitor and his spinning red blade, cutting into Sabine’s dream with haunting golden eyes. 


She wakes up with a start just as the lightsaber pierces a burning hole through her chest.


Gasping, Sabine pats herself down. The lightsaber wound on her leg aches and her head throbs, but besides that, she feels fine, if a bit hungry. She glances around the room, noting the distinct lack of an Inquisitor. 


Standing up, she limps across the room towards the loft. In the Inquisitor's place is a small note.  Out. Don’t do anything stupid. 


Sabine scoffs, kicking the ladder with her good leg and stomping off. She tries the door, first. But it’s locked from the outside and the access panel is tightly shut. She goes for the vents next, only to find that those are sealed too. The Inquisitor even had half a mind to take anything Sabine could use to pry her way out of here with him.


Just her luck, really. She came to Lothal intending to capture a bounty and instead  got  captured  by  her bounty. 


The Thirteenth Brother’s words from last night float to the forefront of her mind, cruel and unwavering. His cold, phantom grip on her wrist rattles her mind. Sabine knows that even if she did manage to get out of here, the Inquisitor would find her, and something tells her that he wouldn’t be as accommodating when he did. 


Besides, with her injured leg, no weapons, and no way to contact Ketsu? Ha, she probably  is  better off getting used as bait.


At the thought of Ketsu, Sabine sombers. Anger simmers in her blood the longer she thinks about her partner. The Inquisitor said that she was his insurance, a bargaining chip, a shield to protect him against Ketsu when she inevitably comes back to collect the rest of the bounty. 


Because she  will  come back, this, Sabine is sure of. Ketsu will come back to collect the bounty because Ketsu is  greedy . Always has been, always will be. Sure, she’ll still get half the credits for information regarding the Thirteenth Brother, but it won’t be enough. Ketsu’s never been good at counting her losses, she’ll eventually come back to try and finish the job. No matter the cost. 


And now Sabine’s caught right in the middle of this kriffing mess, being used as leverage against someone who left her for dead. If the Inquisitor doesn’t kill Ketsu, then Sabine definitely will. 


 


 


The Inquisitor all but stomps into the room somewhere around noon. Shoulders tight and posture stiff as a board. Sabine tenses, leaning on the wall as she pushes herself to her feet, tracking his movements with barely open suspicion.


He’s traded his charred Inquisitor uniform for a worn orange flight suit, his hair is tousled and his cybernetic arm pushes at the seams of the flight suit, but besides that, he doesn’t look like the ruthless Inquisitor she met yesterday. He could almost be a normal person just trying to survive in this Stars awful galaxy. 


“What, no attacks today?” He asks tiredly as he uses the Force to levitate the duffle bag containing her gear up onto the loft. Sabine’s lips pull into a tight frown. The suppressant finally wore off. 


“Day’s not over yet,” Sabine says with forced calm. 


The Inquisitor chuckles, but even that is strained. He reaches into a smaller bag at his hip, brushing past the circular hilt of his lightsaber as he pulls out a ration bar and jogan fruit. Two of each. Sabine glares at him as he holds them out towards her. 


“Eat.” He tells her, firmly. “Can’t have you dying on me.”


The demand is nice enough, and she takes the food with a scowl. The Inquisitor rolls his faded golden eyes and climbs up onto the loft, biting into his ration bar once he’s settled. Sabine sniffs suspiciously at her food, it could be poisoned, for all she knows. The Thirteenth Brother hides his amused grin behind a half-eaten ration bar.


Sabine feels her cheeks heat, and without thinking, she shoves the bar in her mouth. It's chewy and tasteless with an odd pasty texture, she grimaces as she swallows, ignoring the Inquisitor's blatant grin.


“Shabuir, ” Sabine mutters under her breath. Her Mando’a is a bit rusty, having had no reason to speak it since she left Krownest, but she does know a handful of colorful curses by heart, maybe after she uses a few on a certain Inquisitor, he’ll know just what she thinks about being used as a bargaining chip. 


“What?” The Thirteenth Brother asks, finishing off the remainder of his ration bar.


“Cui ogir'olar .” She says by way of explanation, which doesn’t explain anything to the Inquisitor. He raises an eyebrow, some of the tension in his shoulders lessens, but he’s still stiff-backed and tired. He rubs at the junction where his cybernetic arm meets the tan flesh of his left shoulder as if trying to ease some pain. 


Sabine feels a horrible pang of sympathy for the Inquisitor. She quickly shoves the thought away, if the Inquisitor is in pain, that works for her. That means he’ll be distracted, maybe even a little careless. She only needs a few generous seconds to grab her blasters from that duffle bag and shoot him.


The Thirteenth Brother abruptly stops pushing at the prosthetic and levels a piercing stare at her. Sabine shifts, uncomfortable under his golden gaze. She didn’t say her plan aloud, did she?


“You didn’t need to.” The Thirteenth Brother snaps, his somewhat calm, tired mood replaced with a cold and calculating aura that makes the hair on the back of her neck stand on end. “I’d be more careful with my thoughts when you’re roommates with an Inquisitor if I were you.” 


Sabine scowls. “Stay out of my head!” She shouts at him, trying to clear her mind of anything and everything that the Inquisitor could use against her. 


The Thirteenth Brother kicks his feet out over the loft before jumping down. He lands in a crouch, barely making a sound. Sabine holds her ground as he rises, standing tall, shoulders back. Perfect, stiff military posture. 


“Don’t yell at me.” The Inquisitor says after a long beat of menacing silence. “And don’t make plans to kill me when I can read your mind.”


“Don’t read my mind and I won’t yell at you.” Sabine counters with bold defiance, ignoring the part about planning to kill him. 


The Inquisitor takes a step forward, and Sabine flinches back. Despite not being Force-sensitive, she can feel the stubborn resolve radiating off him in waves. Resolve to never return to Fortress Inquisitorius - whatever that is - and never go back to serving the Empire. The Thirteenth Brother’s hate for the Empire and the Inquisitorius is so strong it feels like she could reach out and touch it. 


Sympathy creeps back into her heart. One Imperial-deserter to another, she  understands  his hell-bent attitude, his willingness to do whatever it takes. Sabine  hates  it, he’s holding her hostage, using her as a pawn to be tossed around and sacrificed at will, and here she is feeling bad for the Thirteenth Brother? 


Hardening, Sabine glares as harshly as she can, stepping towards him until they’re nose to nose. Her injured leg screams in protest, but she grits her teeth and deals with it. The Thirteenth Brother is taller than her, but only slightly. He holds her gaze for a long moment - neither of them blinking - until he finally relents.


Sabine smirks in satisfaction as he sighs, climbing back up to the loft and leaning back against the wall, his legs crossed under him. He studies her, expression unreadable, then he closes his dull golden eyes and levels out of his breath, falling into some sort of calm trance.


Crossing her arms, Sabine sinks to the floor, relishing her small victory. Belatedly, she realizes that her fingers are digging into the jogan fruit the Inquisitor gave her. Sticky, purple juice runs down her hand, but she ignores it for the time being. 


There are much more important things to worry about, anyways.


 


 


Over the next few days, Sabine’s burned leg heals nicely, leaving nothing but a faded scar. She can stand and run and kick without even a flicker of pain, if the Inquisitor has any regrets about patching her up, he doesn’t voice them.  


(Sabine takes her first painless step for the first time in days, glaring at the Thirteenth Brother when he moves to help. He backs away with raised hands and lets Sabine walk around the dusty room unaided.


 A grin slides its way onto her face as she speeds up, discreetly eyeing the walls and corners, searching for anywhere she can hide small items that’ll help her escape.)


Over the next few days, Sabine starts saving the ration bars the Inquisitor shoves at her so that when the time comes for her to leave, she won’t have to worry about starving to death. Instead, she eats the jogan fruits the Inquisitor gives her along with the bars. To keep him from getting suspicious, and because they’re surprisingly sweet. 


(Sabine traces the white stripes of the fruit with her eyes, fingers the dark red leaves, and admires the beautiful purple skin. Jogan fruits are oddly colorful for such a dull planet like Lothal.


She brings the fruit to her mouth, takes a hesitant bite, and is immediately overwhelmed by the sour and sweet juice. Sabine takes another eager chew, ignoring the Inquisitor's satisfied grin.)


Over the next few days, the Inquisitor enters the abandoned tower with rigid posture and a tight-lipped frown. His eyes a storm of emotion. Sabine knows better than to ask what’s going on, she can paint that picture herself. Imperial security must’ve increased, and that means that Ketsu and whatever Inquisitors she's bringing are closing in. 


(Sabine finally manages to slide one of her WESTAR blasters from the Inquisitor's duffle bag, grinning to herself and clicking off the safety. Just as Sabine aims the blaster at the Thirteenth Brother’s chest, he points the hilt of his lightsaber at her, fingers hovering over the ignition. 


“Better luck next time.” He says, without opening his eyes he holds out his hand. Sabine shoves her blaster in his open palm and stalks away.)


 


 


Tap, tap, tap.


“K’uur.” 


Tap, tap, tap. 


Sabine whirls around to face the Inquisitor, glaring up at him. He’s meditating again, something he always does when he comes back from scouting the Capital City for any signs of Ketsu or Inquisitors. His metal fingers tap against the floor of the loft as he does. The sound might not bother him, but it sure as hell gets on Sabine’s nerves. 


“K’uur! ” Sabine repeats, irritation coloring her voice. Her temper is short today, she’s been with the Inquisitor for fifteen rotations and this repetitive routine is starting to drive her insane. Twice a day the Inquisitor heads out to the Capital City, searching for any signs of Ketsu or other Inquisitors. Every day he gives her food, even when she knows he’s had nothing to eat. Every day, Sabine tries and fails to make it through the night, because she shouldn’t be comfortable falling asleep defenseless and with the Inquisitor so near. 


Every day, she wakes up in the same dull, dusty, abandoned communications tower. What she wouldn’t give to have her airbrushes. 


The Inquisitor either doesn’t hear Sabine, is ignoring her, or does hear her and just doesn’t give a damn. It’s probably the latter if she’s being honest with herself. The Thirteenth Brother is petty like that. 


“What did I say about yelling?” He finally sighs, opening his eyes and raising an eyebrow. He doesn’t even question her Mando’a anymore, having long since puzzled out what language she’s been speaking. 


Instead of hurling some smart retort at the Inquisitor, Sabine is momentarily caught off guard by the blue creeping into his irises.


After about two weeks of being in some weird limbo between a captive and a reluctant house guest, Sabine - to her eternal displeasure - has begun to notice small things about the Inquisitor. Like his eyes, and the fact that the burning gold is steadily giving way to a beautiful blue. Like his surprising benevolent attitude that rarely shows itself. Like his witty sense of humor and odd fidgeting. Like how he never takes off his metal arm even when it’s clear that it’s bothering him. 


“Stop tapping,” Sabine says, glaring at the Inquisitor. She knows she shouldn’t be making any demands right now, especially since she tried to shoot him two rotations ago. But she can’t help it, she needs something to take her frustration out on and the Thirteenth Brother just so happens to be three feet away from her. 


The Inquisitor rolls his eyes but stops tapping. His lip twitches as he settles back into a meditative trance, and Sabine sighs. How anyone can sit still like that for hours on end is beyond her.


She goes back to messing with one of the Inquisitor's stormtrooper helmets. He had been reluctant to let her near them at first, but he eventually allowed it. Probably because now he has the Force to warn him of Sabine’s sneak attacks. 


She traces the crack in the helmet she’s toying, it was the same one she used when she attempted to bash the Inquisitor's brains out. If only she’d succeeded. Then she wouldn’t be in this situation, bored to death with the Thirteenth Brother for company. 


“Stop thinking about killing me.” The Inquisitor huffs, his face twisting into a grimace as he rubs at the joint where his shoulder meets his prosthetic. 


"You said you would stay out of my head!” Sabine counters, eyes snapping up to bore into the Inquisitor. He shifts, tensing up.


“I wasn’t in your head.” The Thirteenth Brother says, his voice is strained as he tries to maintain his meditation. “You were projecting enough that I didn’t need to.”


Sabine hisses her breath out slowly through her teeth. She shouldn’t pick fights with the Inquisitor, not right now, at least. She scowls at him and tries to reign in her emotions, trying to stop ‘projecting’ or whatever. 


The Thirteenth Brother sighs as he opens his eyes and swings his legs out over the loft. He pulls a screwdriver off his utility belt and begins unscrewing the bolts on his cybernetic arm. Sabine watches from the floor, her knees pulled up to her chest. She’ll have a better chance of escape if she can disable that arm. 


He unscrews a small panel in his forearm, his lips pressed into a thin line as he stares at the inner mechanisms of his arm with a faraway look, and not for the first time, Sabine wonders how he got that arm.


The Inquisitor slowly fiddles with the wires in his arm, gingerly adjusting them. They spark a few times, sending a current of blue-white electricity through the metal arm. The Thirteenth Brother barely bites back a cry, scowling at the cybernetic limb. 


Something stirs in Sabine as she watches the Inquisitor attempt to repair his arm. She could tell it’s been bothering him for a while now, but if he wanted to sit in pain then who was she to stop him? 


“I can help with that.” She blurts, immediately regretting it as the Inquisitor stares at her, dumbstruck and suspicious.  


“Sure you can.” The Thirteenth Brother mutters. 


“I’m serious.” Sabine glares at him as she stands, taking long, careful strides towards the Inquisitor. He pulls his arm close to his chest, raising an eyebrow. 


“Really? I couldn’t tell.”


“Do you want my help or not?”


The Inquisitor is quiet for a moment, tapping his metal arm in thought. Sabine stares up at him expectantly, if he lets her do this, she can get a better look at his arm. This will help her as much as it’ll help him. 


Tucking that thought away so the Inquisitor can’t sense it or whatever, Sabine holds out her hand, and the Thirteenth Brother lets out a long-suffering sigh.


He hesitantly extends his metal arm towards her. “Don’t try anything.” He says, his tone is forcibly calm, but she could see the evident lack of trust in his eyes. He tracks every move Sabine makes, watching as she tinkers with the arm. His constant scrutiny takes tampering with the arm completely off the table, but Sabine’s okay with that. For now. All she really needs is a good mental image of what his arm looks like from the inside, and then she’ll figure out what to do with it. 


Some of the wires are knotted together instead of flowing in a flawless mechanical river, she hums in thought, having found the source of the Inquisitor's discomfort. 


Part of Sabine wants to leave the wires tangled and messed up, leaving the Inquisitor in constant discomfort until he has to take off the arm and make himself vulnerable. That’s what she should do if she wants to get out of here before Ketsu and the other Inquisitors show up and she gets used as a scapegoat. 


But...she knows it’s not right, the Inquisitor patched her up when he could’ve left her with a burned leg. She would have the perfect prisoner. Defenseless, injured, completely at the mercy of a powerful Force-sensitive.


And yet, he helped her. Fixed her burned leg and has since then treated her with basic decency. To her chagrin, the Thirteenth Brother could easily overpower Sabine if he wanted to. But he hasn’t. He hasn’t laid a finger on her since her first escape attempt fifteen rotations ago. He oddly respects her.


Maybe that’s why Sabine fixes his arm and smiles when the tension in the Inquisitor's shoulders loosens. “Now we're even.” She says, her fingers clench around the screwdriver and her head tells her to hit the Inquisitor and run, but she forces herself to drop the tool into the Thirteenth Brother’s open palm.


“Guess we are.” He muses, rolling his shoulders. He flashes Sabine a small, thankful smile. It’s gone in a matter of seconds, replaced by his usual amused smirk.


“I don’t like owing people,” Sabine adds, feeling like the Inquisitor was going to take this and run a mile. 


“Right.” The Thirteenth Brother nods, slipping the screwdriver back into one of the pockets of his belt and pulling one of his legs close to his chest, letting the other dangle idly. He stares at her for a long moment before shaking his head, mood dampening as he slides both legs up onto the loft and falls back into a meditative trance, noticeably more at ease than he was earlier.


Sabine sighs, backing away from the Inquisitor and leaning against the wall in her usual corner. She pulls a thin blanket - one the Inquisitor gave to her a few days ago - tightly over her shoulders.


Glancing around at her dull, rusty surroundings, Sabine presses her lips into a thin line, wishing she could fix up the room like she did the Thirteenth Brother’s arm. Her fingers itch for her airbrushes and paint almost as much as they itch for a blaster.


Faintly, she feels a chilling presence edge towards her mind, but it’s gone before she can snap open her drooping eyelids. She looks towards the Inquisitor, but his eyes are still firmly shut, his face a blank, calm mask of indifference. 


Sabine shrugs tiredly, her eyes growing heavy. She slips into easy sleep and dreams peacefully.


 


Acquaintance
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Weaving through the crowded streets of Capital City feels like muscle memory at this point. 


Ezra keeps his head down, his eyes concealed by a curtain of blue-black hair. He’s been working hard to purge the golden glow from his irises - it's a dead giveaway to anyone who knows what to look for - but the Dark Side hangs on with both of its wretched hands. Unwilling to let one of its vessels go just yet.


The thought makes him scowl, even after being away from the Inquisitorius for six-bordering on seven long months, even after trying his damndest to move on, the past still clings to him. It's laced in every circuit of his prosthetic arm, every scar and broken bone that didn’t heal correctly, in every sickly spec of yellow that poisons his eyes. 


Stars, he hates his eyes.


Dragging his flesh hand across his face, Ezra blows his breath out, slow and deliberate as he reminds himself of his goal. The Mandalorian bounty hunter was projecting again, her emotions running wild through the Force, loud and clear and colorful. He picked up on a few of her thoughts yesterday and figured that a small upgrade to his tower couldn’t hurt. 


Especially when he knew they weren’t going to be there much longer. 


That makes him tense up, and he does his best not to let his hands clenched into fists, trying to keep them as relaxed as possible as he shoulders the duffle bag with the bounty hunter's weapons. The last thing he needs is stormtroopers getting nosy. 


Speaking of troopers, Ezra glances side-long at a pair of them, clad from head to toe in white plastoid armor. 


“Heard there’s some fancy higher-up that’s supposed to be here in a few rotations.” One of the troopers says, lazily holding his blaster. 


“ Here? ” The other trooper sputters. “Why would anyone want to come to this backwater planet?”


The first trooper shrugs, turning down a less crowded street. Ezra follows from a distance, eyes narrowed, like a predator stalking prey. The trooper leans in close to his partner, and explains in a hushed voice, “word up top is that some bounty hunter tracked a rogue Inquisitor here, and the Emperor himself is dispatching another one to find him.” He explains, smugly, flaunting information that practically tears Ezra apart without so much as a care in the world.


“Alright! ” The second trooper cheers, he yelps when the first trooper whacks him upside the helmet. “Hey, can you blame me? Something interesting is finally happening around here.”


“Yeah? Well, we’ve still got a job to do. So let’s get moving.”


Ezra ducks out of the way as the troopers take long, measured strides towards the main street. Lothalians skirt away from them, wearily eyeing their blasters. The stormtroopers walk confidently through the market, never breaking their pace. Ezra hates them, too.


He takes a deep breath, trying to center himself again. The Mandalorian's bounty hunting partner gave him away, no surprise there, he already knew she would. She and whatever Inquisitor Lord Vader sends after him will be here in a few days, that’s good. That gives him time to pack up, leave, and disappear for good. 


 


 


The bounty hunter is sitting atop Ezra’s desk when he steps into the room, her head lolling to the side. She jerks when the door slides shut, glaring half-heartedly at him. Ezra rolls his eyes and drops two canisters next to her, then he turns and levitates the rest of the supplies up onto the loft.


The bounty hunter eyes the cans cautiously. “What’s this?”


Ezra climbs the ladder to the loft and leans back against the wall, crossing his legs and resting his hands in his lap. He’s not in much of a mood to chat with the bounty hunter. He needs to prepare. “Why don’t you open it and find out.”


The Mandalorian hesitantly drags one of the canisters towards her, turning it around and examining it from several different angles before finally prying open the lid. A strong, sickly sweet aroma drifts through the air as she does, the bounty hunter basks in the smell with wide eyes, she glances between the canisters of paint and Ezra with sharp, incredulous brown eyes.


“You were projecting.” He says, shortly, relaxing his muscles and taking a deep, steadying breath. “No mind-reading involved, but I figured a little hobby to pass the time wouldn’t hurt.”


“You're serious?” The bounty hunter asks, pushing a strand of blond hair out of her face so she can effectively stare into his soul. 


“Turns out I don’t like owing people either,” Ezra says, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a small, wooden paintbrush. He tosses the Mandolorian the brush, and she catches it deftly, running her fingers over the bristles. “You fixed my arm, I got you paints.”


The bounty hunter turns the brush over in her hands, staring at Ezra with controlled skepticism. “What’s the catch?” She demands, hopping off the desk and beginning to pace. 


“You can’t use those to kill me, for starters.” Ezra huffs, closing his eyes, preparing to slip into his mid-day meditation, if the bounty hunter would just do him a favor and stop talking…


The bounty hunter scuffs her boots on the floor before going back towards the desk, she grunts as she heaves herself up to sit on top of it again, then pops open the second canister of pearly white paint.


“...Anywhere is fine?” She asks. 


“Anywhere is fine,” Ezra confirms. He’s leaving anyway, so it doesn't matter where the bounty hunter decides to paint. 


The thought sobers him, he’s lived on Lothal for so long - this is his homeworld, after all. And now he’s being forced away, again . He’s not sure where he’ll go, what he'll do. Maybe a quick trip to Takodonna? It’s been a while since he’s seen Maz, and he does owe the old Pirate Queen a favor...


The sound of faint brush strokes catches his attention, but he focuses on his Force-sense instead of opening his eyes to watch the Mandalorian paint. Ezra’s...adequate at heightening his senses through the Force, good enough to sense an impending attack, but the more advanced skills - like enhancing his hearing or sight - were mediocre at best. His Master hadn’t been strong with that skill either, but she was exceptional with droids, and so she used that to her advantage. He never had that option, to cover up his shortcomings with something that he was actually good at. 


Shoving the thought away, he peaks an eye open and watches the bounty hunter paint the wall right above his desk, she dips the brush into the canister of thick, dark red paint and brings it to the wall, she looks noticeably more at ease, relaxed in a way he’s never seen before. Personally, Ezra didn’t think a Mandolorian bounty hunter like herself could feel that calm with her odd captor/reluctant roommate only a few feet away. But, of course, she continues to surprise him as much as he surprises himself. 


Nothing has changed between them in the past sixteen rotations. Ezra’s still willing to do whatever it takes to ensure his own safety, and the bounty hunter is still ready to shoot him and escape at a moment’s notice. He’s not oblivious to the ration bars she’s been hiding away inside one of his many stormtrooper helmets, he just doesn’t care enough to stop her. He’s gotten...used to her antics, in a way. 


But still, no new decisions have been made. Ezra’s unexpected fondness of the Mandolorian won’t change the fact that he’ll die before going back to the Inquisitorius. He can’t let it. In a few rotations, her partner and his Master will come for him. And he’ll use the Mandalorian as a shield. If she’s still alive, they’ll go their separate ways and they’ll never see each other again.


It’s for the best, but it doesn’t sit right with him. It never did, but that doesn’t matter, right?


The bounty hunter pauses in her painting, shifting to look at him with a raised brow. Ezra quickly snaps his eyes shut, feeling a burst of curious amusement from the bounty hunter before she turns back to her paints. 


Sighing, Ezra focuses on his meditation, reaching out through the Force. He waits until he’s centered himself, then connects with his homeworld. Lothals aura is serene and quiet as always despite the light Imperial occupation. Both the Light and the Dark Side of the Force pull at him, trying to win him over. 


Ezra ignores the two siren calls, instead he zones in on the Dark Side energies within himself, he grabs hold of them and then forces them out with one even breath.


When he opens his eyes again, the bounty hunter has painted a good majority of the wall above his desk with damn near hypnotizing red and white swirls. Ezra breathes a light laugh, unfolding himself from his meditative position and hopping down from his loft.


The Mandolorian whips around to face him, brandishing the paintbrush like a sword. Ezra raises an eyebrow and steps around the bounty hunter, opening a crate containing dozens of ration bars. 


“What?” Ezra says, glancing at the staring Mandolorian. 


“Nothing.” The bounty hunter mumbles, pushing blond hair out of her eyes, she stands back to admire her work, a hand pressed against her chin. “Forgot you were there, that’s all.”


Ezra’s eyebrows practically shoot up into his hairline. If he’d known getting the bounty hunter paints would distract her for an entire afternoon, he would’ve gotten her them way sooner. 


The bounty hunter ignores his surprise, focusing on her art while Ezra starts gathering the bars into his bag. He tosses one to the Mandolorian, and she scrambles to catch it, glaring at him before tucking it into one of her pockets. 


“What’s with all the packing?” She asks after a moment, feigning innocence as she outlines a dark red swirl with bright white. 


“Haven't figured it out yet?” Ezra huffs as he rummages through crates and drawers with steadily rising frustration. “Your partner’s supposed to be here in a few rotations. So I need to prepare.”


“Prepare to bargain me off, you mean.” The bounty hunter says with an air of resentfulness. Ezra bites his tongue to keep from sighing, no amount of comfort can disguise the fact that he is using her for his own personal gain, as a bargaining chip. He could get her all the paint in the world and she’d still be bitter and angry. 


Not that Ezra can blame her, though. The Inquisitorius had tried to make him feel comfortable, too. Tried to stroke the angry, hateful spark in his chest. Hoping that he’d turn completely, become their perfect little tool. He wishes he could say that they failed, that he doused that vengeful fire. But he can’t, because the Inquisitorius did succeed, in a way. And he hasn’t smothered that fire, it still blazes in his heart, only subdued by his willingness to change.


“Don’t sound so surprised,” Ezra mutters, he pushes away from the crates he’d been digging through and steps around the bounty hunter so he can search his desk. “I already explained what my plan was, you know as well as I do that this arrangement is temporary.”


 The bounty hunter crosses her arms, glaring down her nose at Ezra as he kneels beside the desk, scouring through the drawers. “Oh, believe me, I’m glad this is temporary. What I’m not so happy about is being used by some twisted kriffing Jedi! ”


“I am not a Jedi! ” Ezra snaps, shoving the drawer closed and standing up. The bounty hunter doesn’t flinch back, she’s grown used to his outburst as much as he’s grown used to her own. She stands toe-to-toe with him, glaring with an angry spark in her eyes that Ezra knows all too well. The Mandolorian holds her chin high, taking note of his clenched fist. She narrows her eyes, daring him to make a move. 


Ezra does not. Hitting the bounty hunter would be wrong (would it, though? If he was provoked?) besides, she’s a Mandalorian. He doesn’t want to pick a fight with her if he can avoid it. Force sensitivity be damned. 


However, their stalemate continues. Usually, Ezra will back down at some point, on the days when he’s too wired to argue with the bounty hunter. Today should be one of those days, he’s tense and irritated, the calm lingering from his meditation fading quickly. But he can’t back down, not with this.  


“I’m not a Jedi,” Ezra repeats, taking a deep breath. He stares unblinking at the bounty hunter, willing her to understand. Jedi are good and light, like stars. That is not what he is, not in a million years could that ever be him. 


The Mandalorian glares at him for a moment longer, before reluctantly raising her arms. “Fine, fine, point taken.” She mutters, hopping up onto his desk and continuing to paint his walls. Resolutely ignoring him.


 


 


Packing up the tower takes the better part of the day, everything that he’s willing to take is stuffed in his duffle bag - which is bordering on full - and everything else is securely tucked away, hidden until he can come back.


If he comes back, that is.


After that, all he had left to do was make sure his ride off Lothal via a stolen Star Commuter 2000 was fueled and ready. At the moment it was sitting at the base of his tower, waiting to be used.


By the time he finished his preparations, the sun had set and the moons had begun their slow trek into the clear, inky sky. Ezra leans against the rails of the tower, a gentle, refreshing breeze singing through the armor that he decided to wear. With his Master so close, one can never be too careful.


He twirls a holodisk between his fingers, gazing over the peaceful plains lit by the pale moonlight. This could very well be his last night on Lothal, he should take in the sight of his homeworld one last time before he has to leave it all behind. 


Tucking the holodisk into a slot in his cybernetic arm, Ezra’s parents materialize in his palm, a younger version of himself in their arms. He stares at the holoimage, a small smile pulling at his lips. The Inquisitorius had tried their hardest to burn his family from his memories, but Ezra wouldn’t let them. It was one of the few things they failed to do with him. 


Frustrated tears well up in his eyes, Ezra swipes furiously at them. He hasn’t cried in years, he won’t start now.


He stands out in the cool Lothal air far longer than he should, gathering himself. After a long while, the holoimage blinks away as he closes his palm, pulling the disk from his cybernetic arm and tucks it away in his pocket. He takes one last deep breath, heaving the duffle bag with the Mandalorians gear over his shoulder, and turns his back on the grasslands of his homeworld. 


The bounty hunter is standing on his desk when Ezra steps back inside, trying to paint up to the ceiling. He sighs and locks the door behind him, tossing his bag up onto the loft and striding past her. 


“You look horrible.” She says in passing, taking her eyes off her painting long enough to glance at Ezra, noting his sad eyes and tired expression. 


“Great observation.” Ezra scowls, wishing the bounty hunter would continue ignoring him. But of course, when does he ever get what he wants. 


She stares at him for a beat, picking up on his flat tone. The Mandolorian’s gaze is piercing, sharp brown eyes boring into him. He feels like an open book when she stares at him like that. Ezra hates it.  


“Come here.” The bounty hunter all but demands. “I want to paint your arm.” 


Ezra pauses on the ladder, caught off guard. “You what? ”


“I want. To paint. Your arm.” She restates with exaggerated slowness. At least she looks surprised by her request, too. 


“And why do you want to do that?” 


“Because,” The Mandolorian shrugs, “it’s boring and Imperial.


“You’re not painting my arm,” Ezra grumbles, holding his cybernetic arm close to his chest. Painting the walls is one thing, painting his arm , however, is another. It may be bland and Imperial, but it’s his. It's efficient and sleek and strong. No way in hell is he letting her paint it.


“Your armor, then.” The bounty hunter counters. 


“Force help me.” Ezra breathes, pinching the bridge of his nose. The Mandalorian continues to stare at him with imploring brown eyes. He holds her gaze for a lasting moment before letting up with a long-suffering sigh, already regretting the decision. “ Fine . But only one piece.”


The bounty hunter beams as he steps away from the latter, prying off his right pauldron and tossing it to her. “Don’t go overboard, I still have to wear that.” He says, leaning his back against the wall. 


The Mandolorian rolls her eyes and dips her brush in the canister of white paint, slowly bringing it out and drawing a thin line across the pauldron. Ezra watches as she paints with clear-eyed focus, each brushstroke is precise and relaxed, flowing into the next with gentle, care-free ease. How she can go from cursing his very existence to calm and collected in the span of a few seconds is beyond him.


Despite himself, Ezra's going to miss having the bounty hunter around. Pain in the ass she may be, but it’s...nice, not being alone 24/7. 


“Gotta say, I never would’ve pegged a Mandolorian like yourself as an artist,” Ezra says. If only to drown out the dangerous thoughts in his head. 


“ I never would’ve pegged an Inquisitor like yourself to be such a coward .” The bounty hunter bites, not looking up from her project. 


Ezra scowls, a headache already beginning to form behind his eyes. Back to cursing his very existence. "It’s not cowardly to run from a fight you can’t win. And neither is letting someone else take the fall for a change. It’s strategic .”


“Sure it is.”


“What’s your excuse?” Ezra snaps, crossing his arms. “You're Mandalorian. Why are you all the way out here hunting some ex-Inquisitor instead of with your clan? What are you running from?”


The bounty hunter slams the pauldron down on the desk, rattling the paint cans, a withering look on her face. Ezra regards her cooly, a twisted sense of satisfaction welling up in him. “Don’t act like you're some fearless saint, you’re running just as fast as I am.”


To that, the Mandolorian has nothing to say. Her face hardens as she picks up the pauldron and throws it at him. Ezra snatches it out of the air, pressing his lips into a thin line to keep from shouting. 


“Clan Wren.” The bounty hunter says as she screws the canister shut. “I’m Sabine. You’re smart, figure it out.” 


Ezra fastens the half-painted pauldron back on his right shoulder, his raised eyebrow the only indication that he even heard her. The name is familiar, he remembers hearing about an incident at the Imperial Academy on Mandalore. Some student had created a powerful weapon that could be used against the Mandalorian people, then when the student found out, they destroyed the weapon and took their invaluable research with them when they fled. 


“You're a deserter too.” Ezra ventures, already knowing the answer before the bounty hunter - Sabine? - nods her head. “I was right, then! You are running!”


“Guess that makes two of us, Inquisitor.” Sabine sneers, pulling her knees close to her chest. 


He stares at her for a beat, tucking this new information away. Glancing at his right pauldron, Ezra chuckles at the half-completed outline of what could be the menacing face of a nexu. He climbs the ladder up to his loft, resisting the urge to tap his cybernetic arm against the floor. 


“Guess so.” He says, then, “...call me Ezra.”


In the darkness of the tower, he catches the barest hints of a nod.
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Sabine is shaken awake at some unholy hour of the morning. Blinking tiredly, she glances around in sleepy confusion before catching sight of Ezra, decked out in sleek black armor, his glowing red lightsaber illuminating the half-finished nexu on his right pauldron. 


She bolts upright immediately, eyeing his saber. "What's going on?"


"She's here," Ezra says, curtly. He tosses a bag at her, it lands hard on his desk with a loud thud! Sabine inches towards the bag, ignoring Ezra's impatient staring as she tugs it open. 


Inside is Sabine's armor, nicked and scorched from that first fateful encounter with the Thirteenth Brother but otherwise perfectly fine. A grin slides its way onto her face as she pulls out her helmet, running her thumb across the familiar beskar steel. 


"Hurry up and put it on, I don't have all day," Ezra tells her, glancing at the door. 


Sabine glares at him but quickly obliges. Soon enough she's back in her armor, finally feeling whole again. She tightens the straps and adjusts her arm guards, ignoring the distinct emptiness of her holsters. Longing for a blaster but content with her armor, Sabine allows Ezra to drag her out of the room and towards a turbolift.


Sabine tugs her wrist out of Ezra's grip once the door closes. His cybernetic hand taps against the armor plating his thigh, a nervous tic that used to annoy Sabine more than anything. Now it's nothing more than white noise, a constant in the chaos that is her life. 


After a month of being stuck on Lothal with Ezra, after whatever yesterday was, finally, Ketsu is here. Sabine never forgot about her greedy partner, never stopped looking for ways to escape on her own. The simple truth that Ezra only kept her alive to use her at a later date always loomed in the corner of her mind, a stark reminder of her situation. 


She should be glad that Ketsu is coming. Soon, Sabine will be free of the Inquisitor. She and Ketsu will go back to Black Sun, collect Ezra's full bounty, and then go off on their merry way, with the last month fading into nothing but a foggy memory. That's what she should want, for everything to go back to the way it was before she got captured.


But for some reason, the thought of her coming rescue fills her with an odd sense of melancholy. The last month has been...an experience, to say the least, but it was all bad. Ezra himself isn't all that bad, either. It could've been way worse, all things considered.


However, he's still a bounty, and she's still a hostage. No matter how well she's been treated, no matter how nice the Thirteenth Brother is, nothing can change that. Their situation was temporary, mutually beneficial to both of them until it wasn't. 


With that thought in mind, Sabine stiffens with resolve. The ride to the base of the tower feels slower than it should, the air between her and Ezra is charged and hostile. Both of them are ready to spring into action at the drop of a hat. 


"Do your part, and we'll both get away without a scratch," Ezra tells her, his voice forcibly calm. 


"Yeah, sure." Sabine scoffs, balancing her helmet on her hip. Ezra eyes her shrewdly before sighing. 


The lifts' creaky door slides open, revealing the grassy fields of Lothal. The twin moons are still visible even as the sun makes its slow ascent into the sky. A thin layer of mist coats the ground, shifting when a pair of loth-cats run by. And to make matters worse than they already are, Sabine notes the distinct shape of a Star Destroyer hovering in the atmosphere.  


Ezra tugs her towards his stolen Star Commuter 2000 with a tight, "After you." 


"How kind." Sabine sneers as she boards the shuttle, Ezra right behind her. She sits down near the front, close enough to the cockpit to watch Ezra while also being comfortably close to the exit. She sets her helmet down in her lap, watching as Ezra rummages through a few bags, doing one final check to make sure he has everything. "Isn't there supposed to be a pilot droid?" 


Ezra makes a point of plopping down into the pilot's seat and beginning the start-up sequence. Sabine rolls her eyes, watching as he grabs the steering yoke and takes a deep breath before pulling up and away from the surface.


"Care to fill me in on your grand plan? Or am I supposed to just figure it out while you're shoving me off as bait?" Sabine says, folding her arms over her chest.


"Don't start with that." Ezra groans.


Sabine glares at him. "Why not? I deserve to know what you're about to throw me into!"


Ezra swivels to face her, but before he can utter a response, the shuttle jerks, almost throwing Sabine out of her seat. The high-pitched whine of TIE fighters echoes from behind them. Ezra grips the steering yoke with white-knuckled fingers, the ship lurches again as a barrage of blaster fire rams into the hull, blaring sirens wail across the shuttle in response.


"You wanted to know what you're about to get thrown into?" Ezra shouts, panic creeping into his voice. "Well, how's this for an explanation!?"


Sabine scowls. Two TIEs fly past them, circling around for another pass. "They're coming back!" 


"I can see that!" Ezra grits out. "I'm going to try and put us down near Capital City!"


"Don't tell me, just do it!"


Ezra grumbles under his breath, leaning forward in his seat as he turns the ship around, several more bolts strike the hull, drawing trails of smoke.


Sabine shoves on her helmet, bracing herself against the seat as the shuttle jerks. Ezra's gloved fingers dash across the controls, trying to control their crash.


TIEs scream by the viewport, loud and persistent alarms blast across the ship as they spiral towards the surface. Sabine bites back a yelp as the shuttle slams into the ground just outside the Capital City. 


"You okay back there?" Ezra coughs, standing up.


Sabine glares through her helmet.  "Sure."


"Good enough," Ezra mutters, slinging a duffle bag over his shoulder. He steps towards her, and Sabine allows him to pull her to her feet. "Come on."


Sabine follows Ezra out of the smoking shuttle and into the city, despite the early hour, people are already out and about, setting up stalls and stands, opening shops, getting a head start on the day's tasks. Lothal - as it seems - is an early-rising planet. 


It does and doesn't work in their favor, more people means good cover and distractions, but it also means stormtroopers. Sabine can see the troopers dutifully patrolling the city streets, searching for them.


No, not them - Ezra. The troopers are after Ezra, not her. All Sabine needs to do is sneak away, find Ketsu, and get the kriff off this planet for good. 


Ezra tugs her into an alley just as a pair of troopers jog by, he doesn't let go of her wrist, not even after the troopers have passed. His faded golden eyes are unfocused, glazed over as he stares off at some unseen threat. 


"Inquisitor?" Sabine hisses, snapping in his face, he doesn't even blink. "Ezra!" 


That seems to snap him out of whatever trance he'd been in. "She's close." He says, his breath coming out in short pants as his eyes dart frantically in every direction. "I can feel it. Feel her." 


"Pull it together," Sabine flicks him, pushing the glare that's hidden by her helmet into her voice. "I am not letting you drag us both down."


Ezra scowls, but levels out his breathing and calms down anyways. "You don't understand-"


"You're right, I don't understand, and I don't plan to." Sabine cuts over him, harshly.  "Whoever's here is here for you-" she pokes Ezra right in the chest plate for emphasis "-not me. I don't want to be more involved with you than I already am."


For a moment, Ezra is quiet. His eyes harden, and then he nods. "If that's what you want. Then that's what you'll get." He says, raising his flesh hand. "But I'm not done with you yet." 


Suddenly, Sabine is weightless. "Hey!" She yelps, kicking her feet uselessly as she floats through the air. "Put me down!"


"Relax." Ezra snaps, glaring up at her. 


As quickly as he'd lifted her with what Sabine can only assume was the Force, Ezra drops her unceremoniously on top of a roof. Sabine grumbles as she dusts herself off and piers down into the alley, only to scramble back as Ezra leaps onto the roof, landing in a graceful crouch before straightening up.


"Show off." She mutters, expecting a snarking reply from Ezra. Instead, he goes stiff as a board, eyes wide as he throws himself at her, dragging them both to the ground in time for a spinning red lightsaber to fly over their heads and then return to a glowed, awaiting hand. 


"Apprentice~" Comes a feminine voice from behind them, smooth and alluring. "Well, it's certainly been a while."


Ezra jumps to his feet, his double-bladed lightsaber already out and ignited. Behind them is a figure clad in black armor similar to Ezra's, the Imperial cog branded on the left pauldron and a small droid clinging to the right one. A pointed helmet hides their face.


Sabine stands quickly, this must've been what Ezra was sensing. This is probably an Inquisitor that Ketsu probably brought with her. And if she's here then Ketsu must be nearby! The Inquisitor takes a step forwards, twirling her lightsaber in lazy circles, the only thing separating her from Ezra and Sabine being the gap between the two buildings.


"Why don't you make this easy and come quietly, hm, Apprentice? I think I speak for all the Inquisitorius when I say we'd love to have you with us again." The Inquisitor says, cloyingly. "...after further conditioning, of course."  


Ezra scowls to hide the fear that flashes across his face. He takes a step back as the Inquisitor continues to advance until she's at the edge of the building. 


"Your new friend is welcome to come as well, though, I doubt she'd last very long." Sabine feels her blood run cold as the Inquisitor's attention falls on her. Ezra shifts his stance to better block her from view.


"Stay back!" Ezra snarls.


"Oh, is that any way to talk to your Master?" The Inquisitor scoffs, petting the droid clinging to her shoulder. The mask opens up, revealing a pale face and menacing yellow eyes. Dark facial tattoos mark her as a Mirialan. "You've gone and grown a spine in the time you've been away from home. How nice." 


"I'm not going back," Ezra says, firmly. He takes slow, measured steps backward, never once taking his eyes off the Inquisitor or lowering his lightsaber. 


A cold laugh bubbles out of the Inquisitor at that, she eyes the bag slung over his shoulder for a long moment before fixing her attention on his face. "We'll see." She smiles, almost playfully. 


Then, in one swift move, she leaps across the gap between them and stalks forwards. Ezra shoves Sabine forwards, urging her to run as the Inquisitor gives chase. 


"Here!" Ezra says in between breaths. "You're gonna need these!" He shifts the duffle bag around his shoulders, bringing it to his chest and reaching into one of the side pockets. Still running, he pulls out two WESTAR blaster pistols and all but throws them at Sabine. 


The disbelief - and violent intent - must show on her face as she fumbles to catch the two blasters, because Ezra hastily adds, "please don't shoot me while we're running for our lives!"


"'While we're?'" Sabine repeats breathlessly as she jumps from the roof of a building and tumbles into the busy Capital City streets, Ezra right behind her and the Inquisitor continuing to follow them from the roof. The droid that was previously clinging to her shoulder is nowhere to be seen. "There is no we in this! You're the one running for your life, I'm just being dragged along!" 


"You've been seen with me and so far your partner isn't too keen on joining the party," Ezra says, shouldering his way through the crowd. "You're crazy if you think my Master will just leave you alone once I escape! She'll reason that you have information on me because you've been with me for a month, but there's nothing that you know that they already don't! And when they figure that out, they'll kill you!"


"No! No way in hell! My partner is here for me, she would've told the Inqusitorus about me, she wouldn't just leave me-" 


"But she did, Sabine!" 


At that, Sabine swoops down and sweeps his legs out from under him, aiming her blasters at his chest. Ezra hits the ground hard but recovers quickly, staring up the barrel at her. The people around them cry out in alarm and scatter at the sight of her blasters.


 Sabine doesn't care that they're in the middle of the street, or that there's an Inquisitor on their tail, or that stormtroopers are starting to join the chase. All she cares about is getting off this stars-damned planet and finding Ketsu. Her greedy partner who is supposed to be here for her.


"You - you don't know what you're talking about." She insists, fingers hovering over the triggers. Ezra's gaze is calm, maybe even a little sympathetic. "My partner wouldn't leave me, it's a big city, she's probably just having a hard time finding me." 


"I know you don't believe that," Ezra states. He slowly sits up, his lightsaber all but forgotten next to him and his hands raised like he's trying to soothe a wild animal. Sabine doesn't know how he's so calm with two blasters pointed at his chest. "I also know that you don't want to hear this, but your partner isn't here. I'd know it if she was." 


Tears pool in her eyes, Sabine blinks furiously, unwilling to let them fall. She knows Ezra's right, he's Force-sensitive after all. He felt it when the Inquisitor showed up and he would've felt it if Ketsu was here. 


She left Sabine here. Alone. She left her for dead. That's the simple truth, and it hurts more than anything. 


 "Here's an idea." Ezra continues, taking Sabine's silence and rolling with it. "You and I both want to get out of here, preferably with our lives. So why don't we….work together?"


Sabine lowers her blasters, caught off guard. "Just because my partner abandoned me does not make us a team." She says, firmly. "I could shoot you right now and take your body back to the Inquisitor, collect the bounty myself." 


"My Master wants me alive that much I can tell you." Ezra retorts, bitter at the thought of being brought in with a pulse.


Sabine pointedly switches her blasters to stun. Ezra sighs, and faster than Sabine can keep track, she's on her back with Ezra standing over her.


"I'm not going to force you to come with me, or anything. But I need to leave, and when you get caught, I won't be able to help you." Ezra stresses, his eyes wide and imploring. He offers her a hand, ignoring the faint sound of stormtroopers stomping towards them.


Sabine stares at him, her blasters held in limp fingers. She could stand up and walk away right now, and Ezra wouldn't chase her down. With - hopefully - all the attention on him, no one will notice a little Mandalorian sneaking away on a shuttle. But after that, where will she go? She has no food, not a single credit to her name, if she sees Ketsu again Sabine might just shoot her, and after everything that's happened Black Sun will never take her back.


This mission to bring in the Thirteenth Brother has single-handedly ruined her life, ruined everything Sabine's built for herself since leaving Krownest. And yet, Ezra is offering her a way out. 


He glances behind him as the sound of troopers marching towards them grows louder, and just as he begins to pull his hand away, Sabine takes it.


Ezra grins as he pulls her up, bright and surprisingly genuine. "Come on, there's a spaceport not too far from here."


"So you're stealing another shuttle." Sabine rolls her eyes.


"Believe me, the first thing I'm doing once we're in the clear is getting an actual ship," Ezra mutters, picking up his lightsaber and brushing off the dirt.


Then dozens of stormtroopers are running towards them, in their blinding white plastoid armor. "Hey, you there! Stop!" One of the troopers demands, raising their blaster.


"Yeah? Well first we have to actually get in the clear, so come on!" Sabine shouts, shooting at the troopers as she and Ezra turn tail and bolt down the street. The crowds part for them, staying clear of the firefight. The Inquisitor has disappeared along with her droid, Sabine keeps her eyes and ears open as she follows Ezra through the city. 


The troopers gave chase easily, shooting at their back and shouting into their radios. Ezra whips out his lightsaber, igniting one of the blades and deflecting the blasts back at them. But when one falls, another is always there to take their place.


"Sharpshooter!" Ezra warns, ducking a deadly green bolt just before it buries itself between his eyes. "We're too exposed, we need to take cover!"


Sabine stands back to back with Ezra, covering him from behind while he redirects the sharpshooter's blasts, his lightsaber nothing but a red blur. "I know!" She shouts, scanning the area. "There's a back street on your left! Go for it...now!"


The two of them take off down the street, the troopers breaking off into groups and following. Ezra and Sabine keep running long after the sound of stomping boots fades into the distance before stopping to rest in a secluded alley.


The sun has risen higher in the sky by now, the misty morning chill replaced with a warm breeze. Sabine breaths out a sigh of relief, taking off her helmet and running a hand through her hair. It's a little longer than she'd like, but the dye is holding up nicely. 


"Wait a minute," Ezra murmurs, glancing around. "I know where we are…"


"That's great." Sabine deadpans, shoving her helmet back on and scanning the area. "How are we supposed to get to the spaceport with those scout troopers onto us? Not to mention the dozens of other stormtroopers and that Inquisitor…"


"We'll trap them!" Ezra says suddenly, pushing off the wall and turning down the corner. 


Sabine sighs as she follows him cautiously. "Trap them where and how, exactly?"


"Here, of course."  Ezra motions towards a small building a few feet away from them, the windows are boarded up and blaster marks are scattered across the duracrete walls. The Imperial cog is branded above the door in bright orange paint. "It'll be easier to get rid of the troopers on our tail if we can fight them in a more enclosed space, instead of staying out in the open where they have the upper hand."


"Of course." Sabine agrees, flatly. "But, you do realize that this plan to trap the stormtroopers in a building that's been Imperially declared off-limits doesn't account for the other Inquisitor, right?" 


"One, I'm not an Inquisitor, so you don't have to say 'the other Inquisitor.'" Ezra says, glancing left and right before stepping forwards and jogging towards the building. But despite his quiet eagerness, his voice carries a sad lilt to it as he nears. Sabine follows at a slower, exasperated pace. Mentally scolding herself for the slip until Ezra opens his mouth and adds, "And two, I'm just making this up as I go, seeing as my original escape plan was ruined when someone decided to be a no-show."


She freezes at the jab, her expression twisting into a bitter scowl. Ezra powers on towards the old building, so focused on it that Sabine doubts he's even aware of her inner turmoil at the mention of her good-for-nothing partner. 


"I guess I could lure most of the troopers here if that's your plan." Sabine finally says, shoving all thoughts of Ketsu out of her head. "But you never did answer my question about the Inquisitor. What are we supposed to do about her?"


"Don't worry." Ezra grins, trying for a light and confident tone, but Sabine can hear the cold fear behind it. "I can take h-" The words die on his tongue as Ezra is suddenly lifted into the air. Sabine stumbles back, her blasters are out in a heartbeat, but there's nothing for her to shoot at.


Ezra claws at his throat, his feet kicking uselessly in the air, faded golden eyes rimmed with terror. 


And then he's crashing through the old buildings' front wall as if something - or someone - had yanked him backward. Sabine slowly, cautiously approaches, her blasters trained on the cloud of dust. Ezra's quiet moan of pain draws her attention, and she steps over the rumble towards him.


Something moves to her left, Sabine whips around, only to come face to face with a pair of bright yellow eyes. She bites back a shriek and quickly fires off three blaster bolts, all of which are reflected right back at her by a blood-red lightsaber. 


 Sabine scrambles for cover. 


The Inquisitor just laughs.  
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Ezra feels like his head is going to implode.


Blood trickles down into his eyes, blurring his already screwed vision. He drags a lazy hand across his forehead, wincing when it comes away stained in dark red.


Crap, he thinks, belatedly. Lifting his head slowly, he glances around the room, willing his vision to focus. He can just barely see Sabine, taking shelter behind a counter. 


Gentle sunlight filters in from the wall that Ezra crashed through, brightening his old house a bit. He knows he should feel…something, being back here should drag up old memories. Faded feelings and attachments that seem so long ago. But he feels nothing at all, not for this place or for the people who used to inhabit it.


Or at least that's what he's telling himself as he glares up at the Seventh Sister.


"Aw, Apprentice, it's cute that you think you could hide from me here of all places," Seven purrs, her red lightsaber a spinning blur.


Ezra swallows, the sound of his Master's voice snaps everything into shocking clarity. He tries to stand. Immediately, the troopers turn their blasters away from the counter Sabine's hiding behind and lock on him. 


"Here, Apprentice. Let me help you up." Before he can protest, Seven lifts her hand and drags him to his feet, leaving him suspended in the air. The sudden movement makes his head spin. "You've been gone for quite a while. Apprentice. I've missed you. Have you missed me? I'm not surprised you lasted this long, you've always been extraordinarily resilient. So hard to truly break. " Seven takes a measured step towards him. "Oh, but don't worry. I'll be sure to fix that."


A fresh wave of terror washes over Ezra. He'll die before he goes back to Fortress Inquisitorius. Stars, he'll do it himself if he has to. Anything to keep him from going back. 


Seven's sick yellow eyes rake over him, noting the determined set of his jaw and the fire in his eyes. The stiffness of his shoulders and the shields around his mind. Her lip quirks as she mentally prods at his mental defenses, which stubbornly hold even though Ezra's pretty sure he's concussed. A feat that he's quietly proud of. 


The last thing he needs is Seven in his head again. 


"Oh, bravo!" His Master grins, deactivating her lightsaber and clipping it to her belt, using her newly freed hand to gently caress Ezra's cheek. He flinches away from her icy touch.  "Your shields are a work of art! I can just barely sense your fear."


"I'm not afraid of you." He snaps, spitting in her face. It's a lie, but she doesn't need to know that.


But, of course, she always does.


A startled cry tears from his throat as Seven backhands him, eyes darkening. 


Yep. He's definitely pissed her off now.


"Hey!" Sabine shouts suddenly, popping out from behind the counter, her blasters trained on the Seventh Sister. Ezra - still held aloft by her Force grip - forgot that she was even here.


"Drop him," Sabine demands, protective anger lacing her voice. 


"Oh, you've finally come out to play, little Mandalorian?" Seven sneers, with the Force, she pulls Ezra closer. "A pity you didn't join us sooner. I've grown tired of this childish game, so I'll take my toy and be on my way."


Ezra stiffens, wanting so badly to just pass out. His head is pounding to the point where he'd admit to the Grand Inquisitor that he's injured. But he can't leave Sabine alone to fend off the stormtroopers and the Seventh Sister, the irony of relying on someone he intended to bargain off would annihilate his ego.


"I said," Sabine glares, her voice low and menacing. Seven raises an amused, thin eyebrow. "Drop. Him. Or, I'll shoot him and nobody gets what they want." In the blink of an eye, Sabine's blasters switch from Sevens forehead to Ezra's. "You need him alive, don't you?"


"Oh yes, alive is the preference - I really have missed my dear Apprentice - but dead is of no consequence to me." 


"Fine. Back to plan A. I'll just put a bolt in your brain, then." 


Seven waves off the threat with a laugh. "By all means, take a shot. You're welcome to try, child."


"I just might…" Sabine mutters. Even though her expression is hidden behind her colorful helmet, Ezra can tell she's looking at him. She can't take a stab at Seven with the stormtroopers at her back, and he can't get to his lightsaber. The room is stuck in stiff silence, both sides waiting for the other to make a move.


With a stifled groan, Ezra slowly gathers the Force in his flesh hand and holds it. Even concussed, he still has to do everything himself.


After shooting Sabine a faint nod, she wastes no time firing off two quick blaster bolts. Taking down two troopers. Before they can even get the chance to fire back, Ezra lashes out with the Force, shoving the remaining troopers to the ground.


His Master stumbles - releasing Ezra from her Force grip and letting him fall to the ground - but recovers quickly. Sabine shoots at her, and Ezra scopes up his lightsaber and meets Seven's blood-red blade with his own.


"Ah, it's been quite a while since we've dueled." Seven smirks. 


"Trust me, you won't walk away from this one." Ezra scowls, his vision tunnels, focusing only on his Master while Sabine tackles the rest of the stormtroopers. It's easy to allow himself to switch back into the one-tracked, apathetic mindset of the Thirteenth Brother. Seven attacks him viciously, he defends with controlled rage.


Seven turns, swinging low, Ezra flips over her and strikes high, to which she blocks with the other end of her lightsaber. They move so quickly that they could be mistaken for dancing, each of them circling and prowling and striking and flipping, before coming back together with deadly swipes of red on red.


But each move is made with extreme caution, fighting Seven is like fighting his shadow. She oversaw most of his training after all. She aims where she knows he's weak. And all he can do is block, block, block--


Sabine's choked-off gasp draws his attention, and he turns to look at her just as her helmet goes flying after a stormtrooper tried to put a bolt in her brain. The trooper is gunned down within the next second, and then Sabine is scrambling to retrieve her helmet and continue the fight with renewed fury.


Ezra lets out a breathy laugh, Sabine's fine, why was he so worried in the first place--


Suddenly, the Seventh Sister's lightsaber is crashing down on him, and Ezra barely raises his in time to block the would-be fatal blow. Seven presses her advantage, forcing Ezra back into a corner because she knows he fights better in wide-open areas where he can flip and dance around his enemies. Close-quarter fighting could very well be the death of him. 


"Eyes on me, Apprentice." Seven sneers, thick heat rolls off the two lightsabers, Ezra swallows back a nervous retort and focuses on holding his ground even as his limbs burn with exhaustion. 


"You've grown weak in your time away from Nur." Seven continues, pushing harder. Ezra grunts, his hands shaking and beads of sweat rolling down his face. Slowly, Seven forces Ezra's lightsaber back, the deadly blade burning too close to his exposed neck. 


Ezra gulps, trying to use his cybernetic arm to his advantage, but if he moves it he'll lose the soul remaining factor keeping Seven from pushing the two lightsabers into his throat. He's stuck, but maybe if he can duck and roll quick enough, he'll manage to get out with only a few burns…


As luck would have it, though, Ezra didn't have to hold out any longer. Because just as Seven opens her mouth--probably to taunt him more--she shouts in pain and doubles over, dropping her lightsaber and clutching at her leg. Sabine stands behind her, lowering her smoking blaster. 


Ezra wastes no time, and between one breath and the next, he's driving his lightsaber right through his Master's chest. Seven chokes, glancing down at the fatal wound before looking back up at Ezra with something akin to a proud smile on his lips. 


"Th--this is quite a surprise..." The Seventh Sister chokes out. "I didn't think you had it in you...Apprentice." She takes one last shuddering breath before falling forwards, like a puppet with its strings cut. Lifeless and still.


Ezra stares at her for a moment, pulling out his lightsaber. He'd told her this duel would be the last, hadn't he? 


Sabine is in front of him, standing just out of arm's reach and saying something that Ezra can't hear. He's a trained killer, and yet he can't ignore the dozens of bodies lying on the floor of his old house or the smell of burning flesh from Seven's corpse. He can't move, he can't breathe. And for all he's worth he blames his head injury for the way his mind snaps back to years ago, to his parents. To the same smell of death and smoke and pain choking the life out of him.  


Besides, Seven deserved it. What're a few more ghosts in the blaster-mark-ridden walls of his old home? He reasons with himself. 


This thought, however, is what shuts him down completely.


 


 


Sabine gapes as Ezra sinks to the ground beside the Seventh Sister's corpse. Silent tears running down his face. She's ashamed to say she stands and gawks at him for a long moment.


Sighing, because they do not have time for this, Sabine crouches down next to Ezra, her hand hovers over his shoulder before she pulls away. He's iffy about touch on a normal day, and right now is anything but.


Instead, she glances around to make sure there aren't any immediate threats before taking off her helmet, quietly bemoaning the scorch mark on the side that she's going to have to paint over later. Gently, Sabine slips the helmet on Ezra, hopefully, the respirator she installed back when she was with Ketsu would help bring him back to the present. 


He doesn't seem to notice it at first, but the change is instantaneous. Ezra's shoulders loosen and his breaths deepen. Slowly he comes back to himself, and Sabine can't help but glare half-heartedly at him if only to hide the concern she really feels. 


"Lost you for a second," Sabine says, quietly enough not to startle Ezra as he turns to look at her. He reaches up to pull off the helmet, but she shakes her head. "Keep it, for now. Can't have you disappearing on me again."


Sabine almost misses his slight nod as she stands up, extending a hand towards Ezra, and isn't surprised when he ignores it. She isn't surprised when he silently follows her out of the old house, she isn't surprised when he trips over a large chunk of rubble and doesn't get up.


"Hey…" Sabine crouches down in the dirt in front of Ezra. He rips off her helmet and sets it on the ground next to him, obviously trying to be careful with it even in his anger. His eyes are brimming with tears and if Sabine hadn't spent a month being his prisoner-roommate, she'd assume he was crying over the Seventh Sister. 


But thankfully, Sabine knows better than to assume that. 


"You did what you had to." She tells him, ignoring the annoyed voice in her head that's lamenting the loss of valuable escape time because she's too busy comforting the Thirteenth Brother. Trying to keep her thinning patience from showing, she picks up her helmet and slides it over her hair. Then she taps Ezra's cybernetic arm to draw his attention. "I need your full focus right now, or we're never going to get off this planet, understand?" 


For a moment, Sabine thinks he's tuned her out again, but then Ezra looks at her and hoarsely says, "I understand."


She nods, stands, and follows Ezra as he cautiously leads her to the spaceport. 
 
Avoiding patrols and sticking to shaded streets, the duo make it to the spaceport with relative ease. Ezra mind tricks the troopers standing guard, Sabine slices into the system and locates which bay the Seventh Sisters ship is docked. 


"Rho-1 Limulus-class courier," Ezra informs as they reach the hangar bay. "They were used a lot by Jedi during the Clone Wars, but once it ended the Inquisitorius swept in and repurposed them."


His expression is strictly blank and his tone is scary in its numb neutrality. Sabine doesn't question it though, she wanted his full focus and she has it. Now all they have to do is get off this planet for good and save the emotional fallout for later. If they make it to later, that is.


Ezra finds and lowers the docking ramp, then they quickly board. The ramp opens straight into a relatively small cargo hold with an even smaller refresher off to the side. Past that is the cockpit, complete with pilot and co-pilot chairs. 


Sabine goes to sit in the co-pilot seat, perfectly content to shoot at the TIEs that will no doubt try to stop their escape, but Ezra turns it around and just barely allows a grin to flash across his face when Sabine nearly falls flat on her back.


"What was that for?" She scowls, dusting herself off.


"It's better if you pilot." Ezra shrugs. "I don't have a ton of experience with anything other than a TIE, and we might be flying into a firefight, so unless you want to get shot down…"


"Alright, fine, I get it. You better have good aim." Sabine huffs, dropping down into the pilot seat. Ezra eases himself into the co-pilot seat with a quiet grunt. 


Barely waiting for Ezra to strap in, Sabine launches them into the sky. Within the next moment, a squadron of seven TIEs are chasing after them, their sleek black design slicing through the clouds. Sabine yanks them into a turn and Ezra guns down one of the fighters, neither of them batting an eye at the resulting explosion.


The six remaining TIEs swerve around the blast and close in fast, surrounding them on all sides. "They're trying to drive us towards the Star Destroyer, there's probably a tractor beam waiting for us," Ezra says. "Pull out and spiral down, use the cloud cover."


"But I won't be able to see--"


"I'll guide you, just do it!"


Biting her lip, Sabine reluctantly follows Ezra's instructions and heads into the largest cloud in sight. The TIEs predictably follow them, and soon Sabine can't see anything but the gray-white fog on all sides. The fighters scream around her, and she has to refrain from pulling out of the cloud and taking her chance with the Star Destroyer before Ezra extends his flesh hand and closes his eyes.


"Hard left...now!" Sabine hastily moves to comply, just in time too as a TIE shoots out in front of them and collides with another TIE that was apparently right behind them. She's glad her helmet hides her wide, impressed smile. 


Ezra calls out directions and warnings with Sabine quick to follow, they pick off the TIE fighters one by one, and when they're finished Sabine pulls them out of the thick cloud with a dramatic spin before shooting off into the atmosphere. 


Soon, the light blue sky fades into the inky expanse of space, Ezra leans back in his chair with a tired sigh. They sit quietly for a moment, in near shock as they savor the fact that they're almost home free. Sabine takes off her helmet and places it in her lap, then she spins in her chair to face Ezra.


"Got a destination in mind?" She asks, hesitant to break the almost peaceful silence. 


Ezra just nods in response, reaching over to plug in the hyperspace coordinates. He lays back in his chair once he's done and could pass as asleep if his durasteel fingers weren't tapping away on his chair's armrest.


Blue and white and black swirl around them as they make the jump, Sabine leans over and scans the console with a frown. "Takodana? What's there?"


Ezra--damn him--only grins and says, "An old friend."


Narudar
Chapter Notes
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He stares into the swirling tunnel of hyperspace for Force knows how long, thinking about everything and nothing at all. The ship is quiet, save for a few errant beeps, a low, near-constant hum, and Sabine’s snores. 


The Mandalorian had fallen asleep not long after scouring their stolen ship for any supplies, which resulted in a few, small bacta patches and a handful of ration bars as well as water pouches. It wasn’t a lot, but if they were careful, it would last them the six-day trip to Takodana. 


Ezra sighs, leaning back in his seat and watching Sabine. Even in sleep, she keeps a firm grip on her blasters, ready to attack at a moment's notice. His fingers tighten around his lightsaber.


Yellow eyes rimmed with red flash in the darkness of the ship. Ezra stands, his chair creaking loudly with the movement. The eyes follow him into the cargo hold, staring back at him, loud and menacing. Challenging him to make this chase interesting. Warning him to be cautious.  Promising  him a gruesome punishment in the end.


Ezra doesn’t know how much longer he’ll be able to outrun the Grand Inquisitor. He’s been stupidly lucky, but how far will that get him now?


Seven comes to mind, her vicious gaze and cold touch. A Jedi would have spared her, but Ezra isn’t a Jedi, and he never will be, which is fine. If she had lived, she would have been killed anyway by the Grand Inquisitor himself--painfully slow. In a way, Ezra did her a favor by taking away her option to return in failure.


It was a favor he promised himself he would never repeat, but no matter what, he always did. Because in the end, he is a product of Nur, of the Inquisitorius, of  Seven . He could run as far as possible or drown himself in the Force, but part of him would always be an Inquisitor, unable to ever truly escape Nurs dark waves.


“Are you...alright?” Sabine is suddenly sitting next to him, a hesitant spark of concern in her eyes. She runs a hand through her hair, frowning at the washed-out blonde strands. 


“Of course,” Ezra answers, immediately on the defensive. 


Sabine scoffs. “If we’re gonna be stuck together for the indefinite future, the least you can do is  not  lie to my face.”


“I prefer  partners  for the indefinite future, and I’m not lying,” Ezra says, glaring right back at her. He’s tired, agitated, and the scar tissue around his prosthetic is beginning to ache. The last thing he needs right now is a pushy Mandolorian. So when Sabine opens her mouth to argue, Ezra turns his back on her, keeping his saber in clear view, and snaps, “I’m  fine , now drop it.”


With a huff, Sabine stands, grumbling under her breath as she marches out of the cargo hold. 


Perhaps, if they were still on Lothal, in a forgotten tower living on a timer, he would have offered her bits and pieces of the truth. Enough to satisfy her, but nothing that could backfire on him. Now that they're partners, Ezra knows he should at least try to match the effort Sabine is putting in--it was his idea, after all--but his fear of this fragile attachment outweighs whatever honesty he owes her. 


Seven was right about him growing weak since he deserted. The Thirteenth Brother wouldn’t have hesitated to let Sabine die. The Thirteenth Brother would have left Lothal the minute it stopped feeling safe. It was Ezra who stayed, and now he has a name to tie all his traitorous emotions to. Now he has a name for someone who was supposed to be a means to an end. Someone who was supposed to be another blurry ghost in his head. 


“...insufferable  di’kut… ” Sabine mutters from the cockpit, just loud enough to reach his ears.   


“My sincerest apologies.” Ezra deadpans. It’s better this way, to cut the bond before it can begin to truly form and take root. It’ll make this partnership less painful for both of them. 


At least, that's the idea.


 


 


Sure, Sabine knows she’s pushy, but she also knows a losing battle when she sees one. Does it stop her from charging in anyways? No, not really.


She’s given him time and space to bounce back and shift out of his protective bubble, but all he’s done is retreat further into it. She’s sick of dancing around Ezra, she’d be lying to herself if she said she expected the full truth from him all the time, but dammit! Sabine gave up any hope of staying off the Empire’s radar by taking her chances with him, and he can’t even be honest with her about the simplest things! 


He hasn’t been eating or sleeping, and he spends most of his time obsessively tracking their steady progress--three days in hyperspace, three more to go--rifling through their meager supplies, or pacing around the small cargo hold. In that order specifically. Sabine isn’t  worried , not necessarily, but she’s...cautiously concerned. This  is  her partner for the indefinite future, after all. 


So Sabine, reasonable as she is, takes matters into her own hands and tosses a ration bar at Ezra as he paces around the cargo hold. He catches it easily, holding it up to her with a raised brow. 


“What? Never seen a ration bar before?” Sabine quips. Ignoring Ezra’s glare, she turns on her heel and strides back into the cockpit, patting the co-pilot chair next to her. 


For a moment, Ezra stays put, flesh fingers tightly squeezing the bar in his hand, then he sighs, loosens his grip, and shuffles towards her. Sabine grins as he slumps into his seat. 


“So. How’s the arm?” She asks, forcing herself to be patient. Ezra’s glare only deepens, his shoulders tense.


“Okay.” He shrugs, evasive. Sabine pretends not to see him wince, and instead ticks off the seconds until he relents, her hand open and expectant.


She smiles when he does, twenty-four seconds later. Ezra dramatically hands her a tool and his left arm. He doesn’t take it off as she repairs it, enduring the discomfort. Sabine takes her time, recalibrating the sensors and reconnecting the dislodged circuits. Nothing major, all the things considered, but she wants to make sure she hasn’t missed anything.


Ezra quietly watches her work, muttering an apology when his metal fingers suddenly twitch and startle her. “It’s fine,” She says with a wave, then she nods at the unopened ration bar in his lap and adds, “eat.”


“Alright, alright,” Ezra grumbles, tearing open the packaging with his teeth and taking exaggerated bites. Sabine nods in approval.


They sit in comfortable silence for a while, even after Sabine finishes her repairs. Ezra rests his elbows on his knees and lays his head in his hands, content to stare listlessly into space. He sends a vaguely disapproving glance her way when Sabine props her feet up on the console, which she ignores with a light grin. The tension around them seems to lift, the last of their adrenaline since fleeing Lothal melts away, leaving them both bone-tired.


“We’re partners now,” Sabine says, her voice barely a whisper. Faded golden eyes meet her own warm brown, and a quiet agreement is made. For better or for worse, they’re stuck together. It’s too late to turn back, so they must keep going, for themselves as much as each other. 


 


 


Colorful , is Sabine’s first thought when they arrive at Takodana.


Ezra takes over and flies them along a large river before landing in a secluded clearing, then all but shoves Sabine out of their commandeered shuttle, when she stumbles into the grass and looks up, he’s already two steps ahead of her. 


“What’s got you so excited?” Sabine huffs, jogging after her partner. She knows they’re here to meet an “old friend” of his, but Ezra is practically skipping through the forest like he’s a child running home to his parents after a long day. Sabine’s never seen him so positively enthused by something. 


“My friend has connections all over the galaxy, and she also knows a thing or two about staying off the Empire's radar,” Ezra says, turning around to face her without breaking stride. “I haven't seen her since she helped me when I first escaped the Inquisitorius, so I figured it’s about time for a check-in.”


Sabine nods, storing this information away. Ezra speeds up, stumbling over tree roots in his haste. She rolls her eyes but moves to keep pace, taking in more of their surroundings as they go. However, the smells and sounds of the forest planet pale in comparison to the noticeable shift in her partner's demeanor. 


It’s a good shift, even if it is a small one. He’s sleeping better--only a few hours, but it's a start--and he’s more...open, in a way. He’s not bluntly lying to her anymore, but he’s also not as talkative as he used to be. Instead, he stays quiet when there’s nothing more to say, a few sarcastic comments here and there, but otherwise, he stays with his thoughts. Sabine’s okay with that, she prefers his reserved genuineness as opposed to the flamboyant act. It's obvious that whatever had been bothering him since fleeing Lothal seems to have given him a much-needed break, and she’s perfectly content to wait until he’s able to sort it all out. 


Suddenly, Ezra pauses right in front of her, obscuring her view. Sabine stops short of running into him, a question in her eyes instead of on her tongue. 


“Just pausing for effect,” Ezra explains, before stepping aside with a flourish. Sabine rolls her eyes at her partner's theatrics, then turns to gape at the absolutely  enormous  castle towering over them.


“Your friend is in  there? ” Sabine asks, incredulous as she gestures towards the castle resting on a peninsula. Its spires reach for the clouds and the stone gleans across the water surrounding it.  


“Yep! She likes to live large.” Ezra grins, continuing towards the castle. 


“Aren’t you worried about...drawing unwanted attention?” Sabine nods at his lightsaber. 


“Oh, uh, not really.” Ezra goes on, still, he clips his lightsaber to his belt and hides it under his shirt. “Takodana is neutral territory, but I see your point.”


They make short work of the rest of the walk, and within no time, they’re standing in front of the castle gates. Sabine expects them to swing open on well-oiled hinges. She expects guards to file out and escort them inside. What she doesn’t expect is for Ezra to stare hard at the gates, then turn on his heel and wander off in a different direction. 


“Uh, the entrance is that way.” Sabine points back at the gates even as she follows her partner.


“No one really uses the gates.” Ezra chuckles like it’s common knowledge, he runs his right hand along the walls, feeling around the stone before pausing and pressing down on one. The wall rumbles as the stone rolls back, revealing a dimly lit passage. Loud voices and the bitter smell of alcohol float up to greet them. “Besides, the parties down here anyways.”


Ezra descends into the dark without a care in the world, his hand never once straying to the lightsaber hidden in his cloak. Sabine hesitates, casting a longing glance at the gates before begrudgingly following her partner. She reminds herself to trust Ezra, reminds herself that he wouldn’t bring them here if it wasn’t safe. It does little to ease the pit in her stomach.


Each footstep echoes, light from torches dances across the walls, the ruckus from whatever lies at the bottom of the stairwell steadily grows louder. Sabine’s fingers itch towards her blasters while Ezra excitedly takes the steps two at a time.


When they finally reach the bottom, the shouts reach a peak as a glass flies right by them, shattering against the wall inches from Ezra’s face. The cantina that the two emerged into goes hilariously quiet as everyone turns to face a small orange woman idly wiping down a counter, she barely looks up as she jerks her thumb at the wall behind her.


In dozens of languages in many different colors, are the words:  ‘All are welcome. No fighting.’


The patron who threw the glass–a green-skinned Trandoshan–gulps. “He started it!” The Trandoshan shouts, pointing at a gray Sullustan. 


“Hey!” 


“Out, both of you.” The woman behind the counter says sternly as she sets down two fresh cups. Immediately after the words leave her thin lips, the two rowdy patrons are whisked away by a bronze protocol droid. 


“Right this way, please.” The droid instructs, escorting them out of the bar. The Sullustan and Trandoshan follow with nothing more than a few growls and grumbles. 


Ezra nods and steps out of the droid's way, tsking as they shuffle by. The rest of the bar’s occupants wisely go back to their drinks, and Sabine wearily follows her partner as he crosses the distance between him and the small orange woman. 


“Bridger! Never thought I’d see you around here again.” She beams, filling the two cups with a golden liquid then pushes them across the counter. Sabine eyes the offered drink, noting the way Ezra pushes his own glass away. 


“Just trying to keep you on your toes, Maz.” He grins.


“Maz?  Pirate Queen Maz? ” Sabine gapes, starstruck. She's heard stories of the infamous pirate queen. Her influence exceeds even the farthest reaches of space, and she's respected by thousands in the criminal underworld. So much so that nobody takes crossing her lightly, even the Empire. 


“Who else,” Maz says flippantly, tossing a towel over her shoulder. “And you are?”


“...Sabine.” The Mandalorian offers, squaring her shoulders.


The old pirate queen hums, taking Ezra’s discarded drink and downing half of it. “You’ve changed much since I last saw you, boy.” She remarks, inspecting the glass, watching its contents swirl and gleam in the dim lighting of the bar. “But you're not here to share a drink, no, you're here for advice." 


"And a ship," Ezra quickly adds. 


" Stars , Bridger--"


"Nothing big, just enough for me and Sabine.”


“ No– ”


“Please, Maz? I promise we’ll bring it back….eventually.”


Before the pirate queen can answer, her protocol droid steps back into the bar, hands clasped behind its back. “The Sullustan and Trandoshan have been taken care of.”


Maz holds Ezra’s imploring gaze for a moment longer before turning to face the droid. “Good work, Emmie. Now if you don’t mind getting rid of this glass…” 


“Of course,” The droid nods, bending down to clean up the shattered glass from the rowdy patrons. Ezra huffs, turning on his heel, but Maz grabs his wrist before he can walk away.


“Stop by after closing. I’ll see what I can find.”


Ezra pauses, a thankful grin pulling at his lips. “Thanks, Maz.”


 


 


True to her word, when Sabine and Ezra make their way back to Maz’s cantina a few hours later, there’s an MC-18 light freighter waiting for them.


“See? Told you Maz would come through!” Ezra boasts. 


Sabine rolls her eyes and slips on her helmet to better inspect the ship while her partner chats with Maz’s droid. The ship is–admittedly–very nice. A good size for her and Ezra, functioning cannons, navigation, and shielding that could be reconfigured to work underwater.


“I take it you like the ship, little Mandolorian?” 


Sabine yelps, instinctively reaching for her blasters and whirling around to face Maz. The small orange woman remains unphased, she even smirks, nudging the blasters away from her face. Sabine glares.


“Don’t do that.” She grumbles, holstering her blasters and continuing her inspection, keeping an eye on Ezra as she makes her way around the ship. Maz smirks and follows her, nimble hands clasped behind her back, waiting expectantly. 


“...I do, thank you.” Sabine finally relents, turning to face the pirate queen as she sarcastically adds, “how will we  ever  repay you?”


Maz shakes her head, adjusting her large goggles. “You can repay me by keeping an eye on that one.” She says, gesturing towards Ezra, still talking with the protocol droid not too far from them.


“I try.” Sabine huffs, momentarily taken off guard by the request. “He sure as hell doesn’t make it easy, though.”


“Oh, I’m sure. He’s a trouble magnet, that one.” Maz agrees, something akin to fondness in her beady eyes. The two of them watch Ezra for a moment, in the darkness, he could be anybody and nobody at all. Sabine knows better, and so does Maz.


“Remember who your enemy is, little Mandolorian,” Maz instructs, drawing Sabine’s attention back to her, to the firmness in her voice. 


Slowly, she nods, unable to respond, her expression hidden behind her helmet. Maz studies her for a moment longer before stepping away, seemingly satisfied. 


After a quick round of ‘goodbyes’ and last-minute ‘thank yous', Sabine and Ezra board their new ship, relishing the feeling of safety. Maz waves as they soar off into the night, a sad smile on her face, the future in her eyes.


“May the Force be with you.” She sighs, heading back to her castle, leaving her words to the winds and the stars.


 


End of Part One
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